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I 'HERE liavc been many wonderful mornings in h 
* history, but fur grandeur and world blesainj, th 
brightest of all in the nnnaU of time, was th 
when the angela Bang and the Rr9t-born and only begotten 
of the Father came, amid the accli 
lioatg. It was a glorious begi: 
Peace on Earth. God had not 
Redeem, and to show the hi 

concern for them by a demonstration that would for eve 
be undeniable. Let the world commemorate the day and 
do bo as did the angels, by a great rejoicing and n whole 
hearted surrender to God. Who so loved the worid that 
He gave His Son to redeem mankind. 

In giving a little of my experiences in other lands, 
my mind naturally becomes retrospective and 1 go 
back in thought to the Home Land, the land of my 
birth, where the Yuletide is a pronounced season, rich 
with its sights and sounds of good cheer, its home 
gatherings and festivities, and its outstretched hands 
to the needy. For forty-two years my life has been 
spent as an Officer of The Salvation Army, and very 
early in my career I saw Christmas in Holland, the 
land of dykes, of peaceable and well kept homesteads, 
of people with strong convictions, prepared at all 




A Dutch Milk Cart— Tills Is a Familiar Smiis l„ 
Holland 
costs to stand by and carry out those convictions, 
as lo shown by those 80 Jong years of warfare, when 
they fought and triumphed in the cause of religious 
liberty. The festive season differs somewhat from 
the British. There are two days of a religious character. 
On the first the churches of all denominations are filled 
with large congregations for worship; on the second 
day there is the morning service oIbo, the rest of the 
day being given up to festivities. These days are not 
designated afl holidays but as Holy days. 

The Salvation Army was only young in those days, 
and we were laying foundations. Today the celebra- 
tions are wonderful. From 6 o'clock in the morning 
the day ig given up to bright, happy meetings. The 
largest halls arc filled to their utmost capacity* Bands 
are playing, Songsters are singing, congregations are 
joining heartily in sounding forth the grand acclaim 
that "unto us a Child is born, unto us a Son is given." 
In our Army shelters it is a grand time. The tables 
are supplied with special dainties, and judging from 

FLOWING BENEVOLENCE S 

What a glorious Christmas this would be | 

if simple, honest love and benevolence "toward g 

all mankind," with its crotehets and weak- I 

nesses, should flow freely from our hearts. 9 

The transformation would be so wonderful j 

that the Christmas angels would hasten to | 

Heaven to tell the glad story. I 
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the expressions on the faces, and the general feeling 
of satisfaction, the real meaning is caught, Christmas, 
the time of peace and goodwill. But the Christmas 
Tree! What is Christmas without it? How the child- 
ren prattle, and how they anticipate, as they look at 
the well laden branches of just the things they have 
been hoping for. Truly Hollanders hold their hands 
of fellowship out to all, though the chiefest joy at this 
season is the crowds who fill the penitent forms and 
start the new life of surrendered wills and hearts with 
God. 

My next Christmas in a foreign country was in 
Japan* the land of shrines and temples and priests 1 ! 
the worshippers of Shinto, and Confucius and Buddha, 
and according to their beliefs, they worship boldly and 
openly. There are thousands of gods, I have seen 
images which are actually worn away through the 
constant rubbing of hands of people who are suffering. 
First, they rub the sore spot on their own bodies, 
then the same part of the god, in the hope that pain 
will cease. CcrLainly, they are a sincere people. Chris- 
tianity is yet in its infancy. The country has under- 
gone a tremendous change. Sixty years ago ft was 
uninwful to speak of Christ, or to listen to anyone 
daring to speak in His name; it was a crime punishable 
by death. Today, there is an open Bible, and a gen- 
erous freedom to preach Christ and Him crucified. 
Churches and Army Halls have sprung up all over 
the land, and the millions of that great country 
are daily learning of the Christ of Christmas. Our late 
beloved Founder's visit was a great triumph for the 
cause of Christ; many of the Missionaries felt it was 
the topstonc to their hard and difficult toiling. To the 
great majority Christmas is not known or understood. 
It is not a holiday, the New Year being the great day, 
and for this all classes prepare. Homes are cleaned 
and decorated, the streets are gay with bright colored 
bunting ; flags and lanterns are everywhere. Over the 
houses, gates, and shops, will be the paper and straw 
decorations, which are the symbols of their religious 
beliefs. There will be the pine and bamboo branches 
along the streets, symbols of life and goodwill. The 
decorations of Japan are unique. It is questionable 
whether they could be surpassed in any part of the 
world. Prior to the great day, the most Gtrcrtuous 
efforts are made to settle all debts: the New Year 
must be started clean. On that day millions will be 
exchanging their cards and giving their presents, all 
dressed in their gayest attire, and all in the happiest 
and friendliest mood. It is a pretty day. Japan is at 
her best. It is the only real holiday of the year, when 

Christ's Cradle Home! § 



rhops are closed and the people rest from their 

iless toil. 

The Salvation Army, true to its principles, makes a 

courageous effort to do something also on Christmas Day, 

and so there are meetings, in which is explained Cod's 

great gift to man. It is a good day, but largely for our 

people, many of whom alas can have no holiday. 

the Christmas Day being of no National 

At this time of the year there is a National effort by 
Army to see that no poor family goes short of its 
Seasonable cheer, hence many thousands of baskets pro- 
vided with essentials for the feast are distributed, to- 
hich the public respond by the "keep the 
pot boiling effort" on the streets. 

The New Year effort is a great event, and in Tokyo 
in particular, where the largest hall obtainable is too 
small to accommodate the crowds. Young people's 
demonstrations arc a great feature, the Guards, Scouts, 
and Cadets taking an active part. The crowning 
time comes at night when hundreds of new Recruits 
are sworn in en masse under the flags of their respective 
Corps as Soldiers of The Salvation Army. This meeting 
will conclude with the Mercy Seat, at which there will 
be anything from fifty to a hundred and more seekers. 



Thy Birthday, Lord, we celebrate 

This blessed Christmas-tide! 
My heart Thy cradle-home create. 

And there in me abide 1 
There reign, dear Lord I My life 
control 
With Thine unerring Hand! 
Direct my words, my thoughts, 
my whole — 
Thy Wish be my Command! 
Oh, link my weakness to Thy 
strength — 
My nothingness to ihee! 
Illuminate me, till at length 
In Thee my All I seel 






The Satoation Army in Japan Jeeds many poor people 
during the Christmas Season 
In the Army our experiences vary, and it was my 
privilege to spend eight Christmas days in the flowery 
and sunny iand of New Zealand, a charming country 
of mountains and lakes, of gorges and beauty. Here 
are the antipodes; Christmas comes on a glorious 
summer day. a day of picnics and outdoor sports. 
The hot Christmas fare gives place to cold. The bells 
ring, the ca roller 3 are out, and the very air is full of 
music and song. Meetings are held, souls are blessed 
and saved. It is a day of peace and goodwill We have 
upwards of five hundred children in our orphanages 
there, many of whom have sad histories, but the day is 
brightened, and possibly no day is looked forward lo 
more than this with its Christmas eheer and festivities. 
And now I have come to the land of snowy Christ' 
moscs, where, praise be to Cod, Christ is remembered, 
and I would say to my Canadian Comrades, cling to 
the old principles, join in with the Angels' Song, and 
let us strive to gladden the earth with the message 
of God's great Gift and the Saviour's great sacrifice. 
Sound it out with a trumpet voice — He came. He died. 
He arose again, and sits at the right hand of God 
making intercession for all who come to God in His 
name, Glory to God in the highest! 

THE CHILD JESUS j 

"God gave a gift to earth — a child," and | 

to-day all the earth is filled and ringing with g 

praises to God for the same; for the Child grew, ! 

became a Man, and bore our sins in His own | 

body on the tree, and lives to-day, the Prince I 

of Peaee. Let us serve Him with gladness § 

and do our utmost to extend His Kingdom, | 
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Chapter 1. 
A Christmas Sleigh-ride 

and What Came Of It. 

THE hired man of 
Farmer McKenzie 
walked into the bam 
on Christmas Eve feeling 
that the wet Id was a cola, 
cold place, especially for 
Li i ose who had no bank 
account to speak of. We do 
not mean that he minded 
the temperature, though 
that was low enough, the 
glass recording some twenty 
degrees below zero; but, 
being a Canadian, he had 
got used to that. The cold 
that he felt most ut this 
particular juncture in his 
life was the frozen-up con- 
dition of certain human 
hearts, in whose glow and 
warmth he had hoped to 
bask for the remainder of 
his life. But now it was 
all over t or, at least, he 
thought so. That afternoon 
he, George Brown* had ven- 
tured to ask old man 
McKenzie for the fair hand 
of his daughter Mary. He 
had interviewed Mary pre- 
viously, of course, but all 
the encouragement he had 
got was "go and ask pa." 

Now, old farmer Mc- 
Kenziewas a gross materia- 
list, who looked at every 
thing f rom adecidedly selfish 
viewpoint. At least, that 
was poor George's opinion 
after the interview. 

"Humph!"* he had ex- 
claimed on hearing George's 
faltering request, "want to 
marry Mary, eh! Well, 
George, how much have you got in the bank?" 

"Only ten dollars/' began George, "but I " 

'"Nuff said." interrupted McKenzie, cutting him 
short. "No man is going to marry my daughter who 
has not got at least a thousand dollars to his credit. 
And 1 might say right here that I don't think it much 
to the credit of a young fellow like you who has been 
working steady and earning good money for the last 
six or seven years not to have more saved up than you 
have. Why, I reckon it's a downright insult for you 
to propose to marry my gal on ten dollars. Now, get 
off to the barn and hitch up the team to the big sleigh, 
and don't let me hear any more of this nonsense," 
So George hied off to the barn, feeling in anything 
but a Christmas mood. 

"Git over thar, Brisk," he called out to the black 
horse, and that intelligent animal picked up its ears 
at the unaccustomed tone in George s voice, and, 
animal-like, began to manifest symptoms of un- 
easiness. 

"Whoa, there, can't you keep still for a minute?" 
again called George, this time fetching the animal a 
resounding slap on its flank. 

The spiritecl animal reared, H nd it was with some 
difficulty that George got it quieted and managed to 
put the harness on. Prince, the team-mate of Brisk 
was also startled into a state of nervousness by George s 
rough manner, and so, when the two were finally 
hitched up to the sleigh and driven around to the front 
door, they were in a condition to bolt on the slightest 
provocation. 

Soon Farmer McKenzie, 
his buxom wife, and their 
three daughters, were 
comfortably ensconced 
in the sleigh, well pro- 
tected from the cold by 
big fur overcoats and 
buffalo robes. They had 
planned on driving to a 
neighbor's, some nine or 
ten miles away, to enjoy 
a Christmas Eve party. 
"Whip 'em up. 
George," called out Far- 
mer MeECenzie, "we're a 
bit late in starting, so 
we'll have to make up 
for lost time/ 

But George soon 
found that the horses 
needed no whip. They 
were off at a full gallop off 
soon as he gave them the 
rein, and anyone watch 
ing George's driving 
would have said it re> 




"Have ye heard me deer, what they're say- 
tn% about your hmband~*" said old Mother 
Titbits one day (a Maty. 




like this>" said Mary. "1 
only hope thet poor George 
will not be killed." 

"There, there, don't say 
no more," said tne old 
farmer. "1 guess it'll be 
all right." 

For half an hour they 
waited by the roadside, 
hoping and praying that 
the team would return for 
them. They were j uet 
attempting to walk home 
through the blinding storm 
when Mary's quick ear 
caught the tinkle of sleigh 
bells. 

"He's coming, he's com- 
ing." she joyfully exclaimed. 

"Don't be too sure, 
gal," said her father, "might 
be some one else. Anyhow 
they'll give us a lift, all 
the same." 

But, to the great joy of 
all, it was GeGrge, greatly 
battered and bruised, to be 
sure, but yet alive to tell 
the tale. 

What a hero he seemed 
to Mary as he related on 
the homeward journey the 
story of how he had hung 
on to the reins till it seemed 
as if he could fltand being 
dragged through the snow 
no more, and then how, 
at last, he had brought 
the horses to a standstill, 
righted the sleigh, and set 
out in search of them, hoping 
almost against hope to find 
them uninjured. 

Home was reached at 
last, and when George had 
stabled the horses and come 
into the room where the 
Farmer McKenzie took his 
hit of Mary, said: "George, 
I brave man to- 
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sembled the driv- I^^^El 
driveth furiously, rlilllLssaii 

George had ll^^^B looke'd forward 

with such plea- |r 11 11111111 1 sure to this party, 
but now he didn't U I^^^R carc wnetner ne 

got there or not. I B^^^^il There was one 
thing to console fjllllliiii mm ' an vhow, and 
that was he would III frnsSsj-™ be near the girl he 
loved all the even- JiUOIagg&tiLL ing. But did she 
love him? Oh, the tragedy of an 

unrequited love. Filled with such thoughts, George 
paid but little heed to the horses, beyond urging them 
forward now and again. Rapidly the sleigh glided 
over the frozen snow. The night grew blacker, and a 
snowstorm which had been threatening for some time 
now burst upon them. But the little party turned up 
the collars of their huge fur coats and went gaily on 
with their conversation. 

And then, suddenly, out of the darkness, a blinding 
light flashed upon them : and a loud piercing whistle 
broke the stillness of the night. 

"My God, we're almost on the tracks," called out 
Farmer McKenzie. 

The horses, already strung to a high ten* on, 
now became perfectly unmanageable, and in spite of 
George's efforts to back them they dashed forward. 
How it all happened, nobody knows, but it is supposed 
that the train just caught Llie rear end of the sleigh as 
it whizzed by. Anyhow, the whole family were pitched 
out and nearly buried in a snowbank. The affrighted 
horses, with the overturned sleigh bumping along be- 
hind them, dashed wildly up the road, with George 
holding desperately on to the reins. 

When Farmer McKenzie had scrambled out of 
the snowbank and assisted his wife and daughters out, 
he stood ruefully looking down the dark road along 
which the horses had gone. 

"Well, I 'd s'tve anything if George would only come 
back with that sleigh," he remarked. 

"Would you give him me, father?" whispered 
Mary, with a cob in her voice. Now that her lover's 
life was probably in danger ohc had awakened to the 
fact that she regarded him with u deeper affection than 
she had thought. 

Farmer McKenzie looked searchingly into hia 
daughter's face, and there was a twinkle in his eyes as 
he replied.* "Wal, now, p'raps I would, for if George 
succeeds in saving that team it'll be worth a thousand 
dollars to me anyhow." 

"Oh, father, how can you talk of dollars at a time 



family were assembled, 

hand, und placing it in 

my boy, you've^ proved yourself a 

night, and Cm going to reward you by telling you that 

you can have Mary. I've found out that she loves you 

as dearly as woman can love man, and I give her to 

you with a father's blessing. Take her, George, and 

make her happy, I'm sorry I was so cutting to you 

this afternoon, but I know you'll forgive me." 

"1 told you this afternoon that I had ten dollars 
in the bank," said George, 

"Tut, tut, never mind that, George. I'll sec that 
you're all right." 

"But," continued George, "1 was a-going to say. 
if you'd a-let me. that I'd bought old Smith's farm on 
the town line with the money I've saved since I've 
been with you, and I was planning on taking Mary 
there after we was married." 

"Well, well, well." exclaimed Farmer McKenzie, 
and "Well, well, well." echoed his good wife. "If that 
don't t beat all," they mutually exclaimed. 

Two v/ecks later George and Mary were married 
and went to live in their new home. 

Chapter 11. 
A Gossip's Tongue is the Devil's Matchbox. 

Old Mother Tlbbits was renowned far and wide 
as an inveterate gossip. No little bit of scandal re- 
garding any oF her neighbors was ever allowed to rest 
till she had told it, with many variations, to all her 
acquaintances. Like a poisonous snake, she crept 
into happy family circles and infected them with the 
venom of envy's discord. 
Three years after the mar- 
riage of George and Mary 
her slimy trail crossed their 
path, and brcught ruin to 
their happiness and trust 
in each other. 

It seemed such a little 
thing at first, but George's 
obstinacy and Mary's cur- 
iosity widened the breach 
and soon there was an 
open quarreL 

"Have ye heard, me dear, 
what they're saying about 
your husband?" said old 
Mother Tibbits one day to 
Mary. 

"Nothing bad. I hope." 
replied Mary in an off- 
hand way, as if to convey 
the impression that she 
didn't care what they said, 

{Continued on page 5) 
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.WHAT BECAME OF SMITH? 

Sobered and Saved in an Army meeting he became a Methodist Minister and 
passed away whilst in the active work. 



Oh. I say. Adjutant, do you remember that 
night away back — let me see — it muat have 
been about 1886. in OrangeviHe, Ontario, 
when that poor drunken fellow named Smith, came 
forward, got sobered up and professed to be saved?" 

Such was the query put to an Officer who had been 
stationed at the above mentioned Corps when the 
Army was having very marked success throughout 
most of Ontario, aa well as elsewhere. This little 
story is written partially in answer to the questions so 
often heard: "Do the Army's converts 3tandV and, 
"What becomes of the converts?" 

Had a hard time with him 

The Officer addressed at once replied: "Yes, 
indeed I do; and I also remember how Smith told me 
very plainly, before he consented to come forward, 
that we would have a hard time with him. And so 
we did, 1 can assure you, but a sense of shame and 
sorrow took hold of him, and suddenly sobered him 
up. so that he could talk reasonably. He seemed to 
get u thoroughly clear understanding of his position 
and_ to know quite well what he was saying when he 
testified to the saving grace of God for himself." 

"But did you ever hear what became of him? for 
1 understand he was only in OrangeviHe a little while." 

"Well. I never learned very much, other than that 
he kept straight for some time and was doing his best 
to provide for his wife and children, a duty he had 
sadly neglected doing before, until lie had been warned 
regarding it by the authorities. But I lost track of 
him altogether afler a lew months and never heard 
afterwards where he went or how he got along. I 
have often wondered " 

"That is just about the answer 1 expected, Adjutant, 
but 1 happen to be in possession of some facts connected 
with the case of Smith, which very few know, and you 
may be glad to hear. 

"You may not have found it out. but Smith had . 



to team from them direct of his faithful and successful 
work. I believe it wns a year or so later that he was 
transferred to another field, still quite close by and 
perhaps considered of a little more importance because 
it was on a railway line, and 1 met him a number of 
times and heard of the progress of the work under his 
direction and how he was getting along personally, 

"Recently. I have been reading reports in the 
weekly newspaper published in that district regarding 
the splendid work being carried on by that church 
and feel sure that the Btrength and earnestness of the 
cause there may be attributed to the faithful work 
done by Smith, at lenst to some extent. Suddenly, 
Smith 'a health failed, and he went down so rapidly 
that he died a few months later, but was active as 
long as his strength would allow. 

I THE GLAD NEW SONG | 



Tunc: "Why Not Now!" 



g It was at the midnight hour g 

& When ths glad new song was heard. §| 
h When the skies were lit in glory g 
fe At the coming of our Lord. & 

I Chorus $ 

§ Christ has come! Praise His Name! g 
h Let the joybells loudly ring: $ 

t** Let us join the angel choir *!j 

And adore the new born King. §3 

Is It was when the world was sleeping g 
h That the Christ Child came to reign; ^ 
ft That the shepherds saw the glory, 3j 
g That they heard the sweet refrain. |f 



pretty fair education, as well as some natural ability, 

both as a speaker and « writer. After he left Orange- '& And that day had been no different $ 

ville. he went to FJom to work ^ in the carpet factory & Jn appearance to t h e rest; » 

aa a weaver, for he had learned that trade in England, $i D . rr , , ,_ . . 1 1 . - m 

and learned it well, being recognized as a splendid g But it brought to earth salvabon, & 



workman as long as he left the drink alone. 

"Shortly after starting work at Elora. he was 
taken seriously ill, probably owing lo his former dissipa- 
tion and the fact that he had not sufficient clothing 
to protect him properly in the cold weather, for he had 
been stinting himself in order to send all possible of 
his wages to hia family. However, after some weeks, 
he made a very fair recovery and his employers were 
kind enough to hold his position for him. 
A remarkable change 

"The change in his life was remarkable and he soon 
began to show his ability by speaking in the public 
meetings and also beginning to develop his literary 
talent- He was just beginning to 'find his feet' 
financially when I left Elora, wliere I had first met 
him and learned from him the story of his previous 
life. 

"It must have been about twelve years later, when, 
after moving about a good deal myself, I was located 
in a small town in Michigan, up in what they call the 
^Thumb.* for, you know, that State is very much the 
shape of a man's hand and the three counties which 
project into Lake Huron are very like the thumb. 

"Upon going to ehurch one Sunday morning, I 
found a strange minister in charge and enjoyed his 
sermon and the service, and told my wife upon going 
home that there was something about that preacher 
which seemed to peculiarly impress me. but could not 
tell what it was. 1 heard him again in the evening, 
when he chose for his reading lesson that passage from 
the Old Testament in which it speaks about a man's 
life being like a weaver's shuttle, and while he was 
reading 1 suddenly recognized Smith, whom I had 
known in Elora, 

"I sought an interview with him and learned that 
he had been accepted into the ministry of the Methodist 
Episcopal Church, on probation, and was in charge 
of a rural field near by. Being personally acquainted 
with some of the membcra of his church. 1 was able 



Through Christ's coming we've been ! 

s blest * ... $ 

« Unto us a Child is given, p 

w Unto us a Prince is born! $ 

h And we hail with glad thanksgiving « 

h And rejoicing, Christmas Morn. S| 

I E. Allen, Lieut. | 

"What became of his family? Well. I had met 
Mrs. Smith and one daughter a number of times, 
while he was on his last field. [ never heard where 
Mrs. Smith went, but they had a married daughter 
living somewhere in the Western States, and she may 
have gone with her. They had managed to give the 
younger daughter a course In the Methodist Episcopal 
College at Albion, Michigan, after which she was 
married to a young gentleman graduate from the same 
institution, and together they went to do missionary 
work in Korea. 

"And, now, Adjutant, I would just like to ask if 
you think the hard time you had with Smith that 
night was worth while?" 

"That is o question you hardly need ask. An 
inmost satisfaction haa always come to me from the 
service itself, but to learn that such 'a brand plucked 
from the burning' has remained steadfast to the end, 
and been used of God to help and bless others, together 
with the fact that through it his daughter was enlisted 
to join the noble army of mission workers in foreign 
fields, makes me feel especially grateful that my efforts 
were at least partially instrumental in bringing about 
the change in Smith. Surely' it may be said that 
while he rests from his labors, his works do follow him. 
nnd possibly, come day we may learn something of the 
work accomplished in Korea, through the efforts of 
A. A. P. McDowell. Victoria, B.C. 



his daughter. 

A NEW VIEW OF THE NATIVITY 



Famous Italian writer, formerly an Atheist, 

describes wortd'a greatestevent in rare bit 

of realistic word-painting 

TN Giovanni Papini's "Life of Christ" he thus alludes 
*■ to the Nativity: — -"It was not by chance that 
Christ was born in a stable. What is the world but 
an immense stable where men produce filth and wallow 
in it? Do they not daily change the most beautiful, 
the purest, the most divine things into excrement? 
Then stretching themselves at full length on the piles 
of manure, they say they are 'enjoying life." Upon 
this earthly pig-sty, where no decorations or perfumes 
can hide the odor of filth, Jesua appeared one night, 
bom of a stainless virgin armed only with innocence." 
That is a rare bit of realistic artistic word paintingl 
Of the coming of the wise men he remarks: — "It was 



fitting that they should come to kneel before Jesus. 
After the animate, which are Nature, after the Shepherds 
which are the common people, this third power 
which is knowledge,, knelt at the manger in 
Bethlehem. The old priestly caste of the Orient 
made its act of submission before the new Lord, who 
was to send His Gospel to the west. The learned men 
knelt before Him who was to set above the learning 
of words and numbers the new wisdom of love. 
Symbolizing the old theology bowing before the final 
revelation, the wise men at Bethlehem knelt before 
Innocence, Wealth prostrated itself at the feet of 
poverty." 

Relating hia experience Papim soys: "In 1917-18 
I studied the history of all the races of the earth, and 
became convinced that the sole solution of the evil of 
the world is the transformation of human souls, that 
this cannot be brought about except by means of 



THREE CHRISTMAS DAYS 

{Continued from page 4) 

"Well, poor dear, I'm afraid it'll be an awful shock 
to you/' went on the old woman, "but George is flirt- 
ing with another woman. That's what takes him to 
town so often now." 

"Nonsense," retorted Mary. "1 won't hear any 
more of such rubbish." , 

"Ah, you'll soon find it's no rubbish," said the old 
woman. "But, anyway, if ye're in no mind to hear, 
I'm in no mind to tell ye" 

fyfarv watched her go with mingled feelings. Sup- 
pose it was true, after all. Her husband had been to 
town more than usual during the last few montha, 
and he would never tell her why. She determined to 
ask him. 

"George, why do you go to town so often now? 
she said that night. "You didn't use to go more than 
once a week, now you go three or four times." 

To her surprise she saw her husband's face redden. 

"I'd rather keep it a secret, Mary," he replied 
Then she took the bull by the horny, so to speak, 

"George, is it true that you go to see another 
womnn?" she said. 

A pained look came into his face. "Mary, I am 
surprised at such a question," he said. 

'Then tell me, George, why do you go to town." 

"I eannot, Mary," he said. 

"George, answer me, do you go to Me a woman? 

"Well, if 1 must answer — yes," said George dog- 
gedly, "but don't ask me any more, pray, I can't 
tell you. It's all rights though. Don't be so stupidly 
jealous." 

"1 won't ask you any more,*' said Maiy. 

Next day George went off to town again, thinking 
that his wife's suspicions were allayed. When he re- 
turned he found a note on the table as follows: "Dear 
George: I am heart- broken. I cannot live here and 
share your affections with another, so I am taking 
Willie with me and we are going away where you will 
never find us. Good-bye. Your broken-hearted wife. 
Mary." 

"Silly little fool." exclaimed George in his first 
gust of feeling. Then he sat down at the table, and, 
putting his head between his hands, groaned aloud: 
"Oh, if I had only told her." he said. 

That Christmas was a sad one for poor George. 
And Mary, too, in the town to which she had fled, 
felt the loneliness of her lot very keenly as she watched 
the joyous crowds going to worship Christ, the Prince 
of Peace . 

CHAPTER III. 

REUNITED AT THE CROSS 

Five weary years had dragged by; years full of 
heartache and pain for the couple whom folly had 
separated. George had long ago sold the farm, being 
unable to endure living there any longer without his 
wife and baby boy. Over the continent he wandered 
going from city to city, seeking them, but everywhere 
meeting with disappointment. One night he arrived 
in a certain Ontario city, and, hearing a Salvation 
Army band on the street, a strong impulse came over 
him to attend their meeting. As he listened to the 
testimonies and preaching, a sense of his own sinful- 
ness came over him, and he realized how great waa his 
need of salvation. 

When the invitation was given for sinners to seek 
the Saviour, he followed the example of many more 
in that meeting, for it waa a great time of revival, 
and went forward to the mercy sent. 

As he knelt there confessing his sins and pleading 
for forgiveness he also offered up a prayer to God that 
he might find bis wife. 

"Have you got the victory, brother?" said a eoldier. 
"Has Christ come to your heart?" 

"! believe He has," said George. 

"Then stand to your feet." said the soldier 

George stood up, and as he glanced along the line 
of penitents he uttered a joyful cry. There, not two 
yards from him, stood his wife and little boy. Oh, 
what a touching scene of reunion that was as the now 
thoroughly penitent couple wept on each others' necks 
and embraced in sight of nil the people. 

At last, after five years of cruel separation, they 
were united again, and, best of all, they were united 
in the bonds of a soul-satisfying Christian love, which 
nothing could ever more sever. 

"George, dear." said Mary some time after, "I'll 
be quite satisfied if you don't choose to tell me, but 
who was the woman who came between us?" 

"There was no woman came between us at all," 
said George, '-Ml that separated us was a gossip's 
tongue." 

"But you said there waff." 

"I said 1 went to town to see a woman," he replied, 
"but she was a music- teacher, and I was taking lea- 
sons on the piano from her. You see, J intended buying 
a piano for the home as a surprise Christmas gift for 
you, and the idea seized me that it would be nice if 
I learned to play on it before it arrived, i meant to 
surprise you on Christmas morning by going down 
quietly and playing 'Christians, Awake.' " 

"Oh, George," said Mary, "how stupid 1 was." 

That Christmas was the happiest that George and 
Mary ever spent, not forgetting little Willie. 

religion, and that the most perfect and suitable is 
that taught by Christ. In 1919 I began upon a sudden 
to write my book, and in writing it I became more 
persuaded than ever of the truth of the Guspbh and 
of the divinity of Chriot." 
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THE WAR CRY 



December 22. 1923 



OH DEAR. I wish I had bushels and 
bushels of money that I could 
give away juat as i pleased r : 
exclaimed Corps Cadet Florrie Brown 
on the day before Christmas, as she 
dropped the paper she had been reading 
and drew her chair nearer the stove. "It 
seems to me, every one who would make 
right use of money has none, and those 
who have it are just the people who 
don't know anything about doing good 
wtth it. How I could make some hearts 
rejoice if I only had some of the money 
to give away that is being wasted— worse 
than wasted— right here in our city every 
day." Just then the door opened and 
Spot, her brother's dog, bounced in to 
the room, followed by brother Tom him- 
self. 

Brother Tom's Greeting 

"Hello, Sial going to have another fit 
of the blues?" 

This was Tom's greeting. 

"Bow-wowwowl" came from the curly 
tittle bundle that was capering about the 
room with a letter in its mouth, which 
was dropped on the floor only long enough 
for those snappy little "bow-wows" to 
jerk themselves out. 

This was Spot's greeting. 

"Spot's got the medicine for them if 
it s the blues you are getting again," 
said Tom. "One!" 

Spot stood immovable. 

"Twol" 

Spot moved towards Florrie, and stood 
at her feet wagging his tail and holding 
the Setter in his mouth. 

"Threcl" 
The letter dropped to the floor, and 
Tom and Spot left the room just as a boy 
and a favorite dog always do leave a 
room together, with eyes and ears for 
none but each other. 

"'Boys and dogs are useful in their way, 
I presume; but I never can understand 
how boys can forget all the unpleasant 
things of life, and just live as if every- 
thing and everybody moved all the time 
in sunshine and fair weather," said 
Florrie. as she stooped to pick up the 
tetter that had been left. 

"From Aunt Annie I Medicine for 
the blues, surely, for auntie always writes 
such good letters, and I'm sure to find 
something 'for personal application,' as 
Aunt Jennie says." 

As she unfolded the letter a card fell 
from it — one of those pretty Christmas 
cards which fly through the city and 
country nowadays, bearing little messages 
which help to make the world brighter 
and better. 



Only a Christmas Uard 

S But a Corps Cadel learned a most Valuable lesson through it 

B and many lives were brightened as a result Sj 



"From Aunt Annie, with best wishes 
for a Happy Christmas" was written on 
the back of the card. On the other aide 
was the picture of a dainty flower, "the 
original painted by the daughter of «i 
Missionary Officer from a flower of the 
Holy Land," wrote Aunt Annie in her 
letter. In the left-hand lower comer 
was printed this verse from Proverbs: 
"Withold not good frnm them to whom 
it is due. when it is in the power of thine 
hand to do it." 

When she had finished reading the 
letter, Florrie too!; up the card again, 
and sat a long time musing over it. 

"I think the Lord has shown me what 
to do and how to do it. and something 
else too," she said, as she rose from her 
chair. "How t do thank Him for sending 
me this little card that 1 might learn 
from it such a lesson I" 

Looking Over Christmas Cards 

An hour or two later Florrie stood by a 
counter n a crowded book-store looking 
over what Tom called "a great stack of 
Christmas cards." " 'Merry Christmas' 
is not quite enough." she said to herself, 
"I must take these with promise-texts 
to help make the Christmas a happy one. 
Here is jast the one for Mrs. Smith." 

Her selections all made, Florrie went 
home as quickly as possible, her mind 
full of the thought of doing good as it 
was in the power of her hand to do it. 

Mrs. Smith sat alone, sewing. It was 
Christmas Day, but one would not have 
thought so by anything to be seen in Mrs. 
Smith's sewing-room, for there was no 
hint of Christmas cheer about the room. 
Occasionally a tear would fall from the 
widow's eyes, and finally she dropped 
her work and gave up to her feelings: 
and llicn the tears flowed freely. In 
the summer her boy, who had been 
forced by ill-health to seek a hnme further 
West, had been home on a visit, the first 
time she had seen him since he went away 
two years before. One month she had him 
with her, and then he returned to his 
western home. One month more, and 
she received a telegram bearing the sad 



message: "Will is sick with typhoid fever. 
Come if you can " She went to him and 
cored for him anxiously for three weeks, 
but it was the Father's will to take him 
to Himself, and when Mrs. Smith returned 
to her home the body of her loved and 
loving oon was carried back to be laid 
beside the grave of his father. Do you 
wonder there were tears in her home that 
Christmas Day? 

The postman's ring was heard, and 
she went to the door for letters. Among 
others was one which contained two 
cards. On the baek of one of these cards 
was written: 

Dear Mrs. Smith: I want bo much to 
help you bear your great sorrow, but 1 
can think of nothing I can do except to 
remind you of what our Father says to 
yoti. I wish you a peaceful Christmas. 
Florrie Brown 

On the other side of the card, among 
bright leaves and flowers. she_ found 
this message from the Father: "For 1. 
the Lord thy God. will hold thy right 
hand, saying unto thee. Fear not: I will 
!i-*»fp thee." 

On the other card Florrie had written: 
"Father, I will that they also whom Thou 
host given me be with Me where I am; 
that they may behold My glory which 
Thou hast given Me." 

"O Father!" prayed the sad-hearted 
mother, "it seemed so hard when 1 thought 
I should never see or hear him again; but 
I know now that he has gone to be with 
Christ, because He loved and wanted him. 
Surely Thou hast helped me. even while 
1 murmured against Thy dealings with 

A Sad Heart Comforted 
The widow's heart was comforted, 
and she sat down at once to write a long 
loving letter to the girl whom the Lord 
hud used as His instrument to bring 
comfort to a sad heart. 

The Corps Officer's mind was filled 
with many perplexing thoughts as he 
sat in his office at the Quarters that 
morning. Things were not going as he 
could wish in the Corps and the burdens 



he had to carry seemed to press on him 
very heavily. . 

The sunlight CEim*- in nr the east window, 
bearing a ° bright, cheery Christmas 
greeting; but the Ensign had not the eyes 
just then with which to see Christmas 
greetings in sunbeams. His heart was 
heavy — and do you blame him? 

Johnny, his eldest boy. came in at that 
moment with the letters. The daintiest 
ons among them, the one which seemed 
to cuntuin the least, was the one the 
Ensign held in his hand longest. 

Only a Christmas card with three or 
four lines written on the back in a girlish 
hand, and the picture of a bright-colored 
bird and a Scripture verse on the other 
side. This is what was written on the 
back: 

Dear Ensign: I want to be a better 
Salvationist, and ! wish ynn wnuld 
remember me sometimes when you pray 
alone. Florrie Brown 

This was the Scripture verse: 

"For the Lord God will help me; 
therefore shall 1 not be confounded: 
therefore have I set my face like a Hint, 
and 1 know that I shall not be ashamed." 

"Surely the word has been revealed to 
babes!" exclaimed the Ensign. "1 think 
the Lord has taken just this way to lead 
me to depend more upon Him. and not to 
waste time brooding over the inconsistent 
lives of others. If 1 'set my face like a 
flint' to work for Him in spite of all 
obstacles, and remember that all the time 
He is working with me — why. what are 
obstacles to Him I O, Florrie Brown, 
you have done much to-day to advance 
Christ's Kingdom" 

Was Cheered Up 

The Ensign went to the window, and 
stood silently for a few minutes looking 
out into the street. When he turned 
again into the room, the look of weariness 
had passed from his face, and there was a 
quiet, determined light in his eyes. Then 
he sat down to his desk and again took 
up his pen. 

Tom Brown dropped two letters into 
his sister's hands that Christmas evening 
as she went to her room. She read them 
both several times before retiring. 

"What a lesson auntie's little Christmas 
card has taught mel" she said, as her 
head touched the pillow. "The Lord 
doesn't want us to waste any time wishing 
we might do what He has made im- 
possible for us to do; but all He require 
is just what it is in the power of our 
hands to do, and that much He does 
require." 
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IN THE New Testament there is 
a considerable amount of poetry 
which is ordinarily overlooked. This 
poetry is of the same kind as the poetry 
of the Old Testament and is rich in 
inspiration and beautiful truths, much 
of it prophetic of good times yet to come 
to this earth. 

The new dispensation was introduced, 
according to the Gospel of Luke, by 
angelic appearances making annuncia- 
tions. 

Gabriel, the archangel comes first to 
Zacharias the priest, and brings him a 
Divine message while he is ministering 
in the holy place of the temple, at the 
golden altar of incense. He was alone 
in that darkened room, lighted only by 
the holy lamps, enveloped in the clouds 
of incense that he was offering. In that/ 
solemn hour the angel Gabriel comes 
from the immediate presence of God to 
bring him the glad tidings of the birth 
and ministry of the herald of the Messiah. 
This is the angel's message: 

"Fear not, Zacharias: 

Because thy supplication is heard. 

And thy wife Elisabeth shall bear thee 

o eon. 
And thou shalt call his name John. 
And thou shalt have joy and gladness; 
And' many shall rejoice at his birth. 
For he shall be great in the sight of 

the Lord, 
He shall drink no wine nor strong drink; 
And he shall be filled with the Holy 

Spirit, 
Even from his mother's womb. 

"And many of the children of Israel 
Shall he turn unto the Lord their God. 
And he shall go before his face 
In the spirit and power of Elijah, 
To turn the hearts of the fathers to 

the children, 
And the disobedient (to walk) in the 

wisdom of the just; 
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Songs of the Angels 

Poetry of the New Testament which is rich 
in inspiration and beautiful truths 



5&S3K3B$5J3SW?S3«^^ 



To make ready for the Lord a people 
prepared (for him)." 

(Luke h 13-17.) 
The fear that sprang up in the heart of 
Zacharias when Gabriel appeared was 
stilled by the first word. 

Annunciation to Mary 

Gabriel also announces to Mary the 
birth of the Messiah, The Blessed Virgin 
was residing in Nazareth of Galilee, 
betrothed to Joseph of the royal line of 
David, the heir of the Messianic promises 
of the Old Testament. The time for 
marriage had not yet come. God had a 
higher appointment for her to fulfil as the 
virgin mother of the Messiah. 

Mary seems to have been disturbed 
by the coming of the angel. His salu- 
tation and its mysterious language must 
have filled her with surprise and excited 
her emotions to the utmost. The angel 
soothes her fears, and delivers the mes- 
sage from God, as follows: — 

"Fear not, Mary: 

For thou hast found grace with God. 

And behold, thou shalt conceive in 
thy womb, and bring forth a son. 

And shalt call His name Jesus. 

He shall be great, 

And shall be called the Son of the 
Most High: 

And the Lord God shall give unto Him 

The throne of His father David: 

And he will reign over the house of 
Jacob for ever; 

And of His kingdom there will be no 
end/' (Luke 1: 30-33). 



Annunciation to the Shepherds. 

A third annunciation is reported in 
the Gospel of Luke, Shepherds were 
watching their Mocks at night on the 
hillsides near Bethlehem. "The glory 
of the Lord shone round about them" 
(Luke 2: 9) Out of the midst of the 
heavenly light ar angel of the Lord ap- 
peared and stood by them. He made the 
annunciation of the birth of the Messiah: 

"Be not afraid. 

For behold, I bring you good tidings 
of great joy 

Which shall be to all the people; 

For a Saviour is born unto you to-day. 

Who is Messiah, Lord, in the city of 
David: 

And this is the sign unto you; 

Ye shall find a babe wrapped in swad- 
dling clothes, 

And lying in a manger"(Luke 2: 10-12). 

This song of the angel is immediately 
followed by a refrain in two lines sung 
by a heavenly choir, "a multitude of the 
heavenly host": 

"Glory to God in the highest. 

And on earth peace, goodwill toward 

mCn * Luke 2; W. 

This song of the angel begins, as the 
other songs, with calming the fears of 
the agitated shepherds. The message is 
for them as representatives of Beth- 
lehem, the ancient shepherd city whence 
David had gone forth to be the shepherd 
of Israel. But the glad tidings were for 
all the people; and it was their high call- 



ing to take up the angelic message and 
proclaim it as the first messengers, to 
Bethlehem. Jerusalem, and tho cities of 
Judah, that the Messiah had come. 

The Messiah now born in Bethlehem, 
lying aa a \iu.Ltc ; ji the manger, wrapped 
in swaddling clothes, was Lord and 
Saviour. 

The Messiah was bom in the city of 
David, but not in the palace of David. 
He was born of the royal line, but of a 
house that had been dethroned, and 
that had now so long lived in obscurity 
that the heir attracted little, if any. 
attention. But the promises of God are 
sure, even if long delayed ss to their 
realization. This babe is the son and heir 
of David, and a heavenly proclamation 
and chorus of angels assure them that 
he is the Lord, the long-expected Messiah. 
He is to be a Saviour, This is an attribute 
of the Messiah throughout. He was 
usually looked for as a national Saviour, 
to subdue all enemies, and reign on the 
throne of David as King and Lord. The 
deeper meaning of "Saviour" these shep- 
herds could hardly understand as yet. 
The chorus ia a proclamation of peace 
to the world. It was one of the chief 
features of the Messiah's work, to est- 
ablish peace, according to the ProphetB. 

"And I will cut off the chariot from 

Ephraim, 
And the horse from Jerusalem, 
And the battle bow will be cut off: 
And he will speak peace to the nations: 
And his rule will be from sea to sea. 
And from the River unto the ends of 

the earth." Zech. 9:9.10. 

May God hasten the day when alt 
men shall own the sway of the Prince 
of Peace, He who was once the Babe of 
Bethlehem and Whose advent to the 
world we celebrate at this joyous season. 
Then will the song of the angels find an 
echo in all hearts and throughout the 
earth there will be peace and goodwill. 
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"Written and Illustrated by NORMAN CR1DDLE, Dominion Entomologist, Treesbank, Manitoba 
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HERE are more than forty different k: 
winter birds to be met witl: ~ ~ ~ 

vincea. without counting those that leave us 
during the severest w allier. A majority of those birds 
are inhabitants of the wooded or strni-wooded country 
and even the few that are typically i>rairie residents 
seek oliclti-r around the trues during bad storms. 

By far ilie greatest number of our winter birds arc 
fruit or seed eaters, the former being responsible for 
the spread ol fruit trees ovoj wide areas, while the 



of » 



latter do much lo 
to these just merit: 
Woodpeckers, and 



Eliminate weed seeds. In addition 
o.\cd there are others, such as the 
Chickadees, which subsist chiefly 



The Evening Grosbeak 
upon insects. The former seek their food beneath 
the bark, or in the sterna of trees, while the latter 
obtain thciro mostly on the stems of trees, or amid the 
branches, this food being made up of inaect eggs, etc. 
A third class, the hawkc and owls, are flesh eaters, 
and rodents form the greater portion of their diet. 

It is impossible to deal with all the winter birds 
in a brief article; I will, therefore, confine myself to 
the commoner species that may be met with at any 
time during the winter months. 

The Wiae Jay Family 

There are three members of the Jay family in- 
habiting our country throughout the year, the Blue 
Jay, Canada Jay, and Magpie. The first named is one 
of the beauties of the feathered world, and in addition 
to its handsomeness, has few cqunis in wisdom. Whether 
Blue Jays have an actual language 19 doubtful but 
that they utter various sounds eonveying different 
meanings there is no question. In addition they show 
their wisdom in storing acorns and other food for 
future use. 

The Canada Jay. or "Whisky Jack" of the lumber 
campa. ia a soft grayish bird without a crest, and it is 
usually n« quiet ns the Blue Jay is noisy. The bird is 
one of extreme boldness when man is concerned, and 
individuals have heen known to take food from the 
hand or attempt to steal meat from the frying pan 
over a camp fire They can easily be tamed by using 
a little patience and will then readily answer to a name 
when food is provided. One individual answering to 
the name of Jacky would actually rest upon my sister's 
arm and attempt to pry her fingers open in order to 
secure the food within her hand. 

Onn/idn J«ys are usually inhabitant** of the ever- 
greens, hut they occasionally migrate southward and 
can then be met with around nearly every farm that 
i9 provided with trees. 

The third member of the tribe is the Magpie, that 
large black and white bird with a very long tail. It is 
a resident over most of its range but occurs most com- 
monly amid the foothills of the Rockies. 

Magpies have a suspicion of mankind, and prefer 
to keep at a distance, though they can be tamed with 
patience. With cattle they are extremely bold, and 
one cannot help suspecting that they have held long 
companionship with the Buffalo in daya gone by. 
It is a common sight to sec them hopping from cow 
to cow, and it is not unusual for them to sleep with 
the cattle at night. Familiarity, however, sometimes 






The followin 
the "War Cry 

on bird life in Canada, will be foi 
instructive and will doubtless create a new 
interest in our feathered friends who remain 
wUh us during the winter months. 

The study of wild bird life should lead to 
reflection on the words of the Saviour in Mia 
sermon on the Mount, ,+ Bchold the fowls of 
the air: for ihcy sow not, neither do they reap 
nor gather into barns; yet your Heavenly 
Father fecdeth them. Are ye not much better 
than they?" 
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article, specially contributed to ^^^S^5^?^^^^^^^^^H^^^K^^^^^^^!^ 
by an acknowledged authority S£ ... _ , , « , „„„_ 

^ --- - b - J M any other, that is responsible for the marked decrease 

in grouse every few years, and in combination with 
shooters necessitates a close season. Apart frorn^ its 
color this hawk may be recognised by its short wings 
in comparison to a long tail and a quick flight produced 
by rapid wing beats. Fortunately Goshawks are not 
with us every year, otherwise it would be a had look- 
out for our game birds. The Goshawk is the only 
really injurious bird of prey met with in winter time. 
Some others kill small birds as well aa mice hut on the 
whole, they are our allies rather than our enemies. 
A characteristic bird of the woods in w.ntcr is the 
Western Homed Owl, a pale gray bird with large horns 
like tufts of feathers upon its head. Its cry: "Whc-are- 
you, Who-who?" may be heard throughout the winter, 
and the birds are already nesting in March. Some 
people say this owl is a grouse killer, it may be so 
but so are its accusers. Personally, I have seen little 
evidence of its depredations, other than the killing of 
hush rabbits and mice, both of which do much harm, 
the former killing millions of young trees. 

Two very small owls, the Saw-whit and Richardson, 
are present in winter; both come up to the barn yard 
in >search of mice, and each can be approached very 
closely during the day time. 
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. the case of the Magpies there 
enlarging sores on the bucks of 



Various Species of Grouse 

All who have lived in the country know our various 
species cf grouse. The Sharp-tail or Prairie Chicken, 
Square-tail or Pennated Grouse, Ruffed Grouse or 
Partridge, and the Ptarmigan, the last being chiefly 
an inhabitant of the extreme north or west, Most 
t-«>ple think of grouse as game, or as birds to be utilised 
lo sport. The agriculturist should recognise them, 
too. aa useful allies, particularly as grasshopper de- 
stroyed To a bird lover they are interesting in many 
ways, and in wim**r they can easily be viewed at close 
rai:ge by placing some re, or them beneath a window, 
which the birds soon cam 10 take advantage of. 
My sister, Maida, has had more than 25 Prairie Chick- 
en close at hand that were uUraCtcd in this way, and 
my brother, Stuart, has been equally successful with 
Rjffed Grouse, in inducing them to feed outside the 
door. Indeed, so tame did the grouse become that they 
acrually ran to the seeds as they were thrown out to 
them. Thus it is that kindnesa breeds trust and trust 
leads to true friendliness, even with creatures of the 
wild 

Writing of bird confidence leads me naturally to 
the Chickadees. "Dc-des" are great favorites of ours, 
and my sisLer never fails to nail up a piece of suet on 
the wall for their use. She likes, too, to have the birds 
upon her l^uds where they soon Iwrn lo real, eating 
unconteinedly aL the dainty morsel held lor ihem 
There is endles interest to be got out of a lump o' lot. 
as. besides the Chiekadecs, it attracts Nutha^chtH. 
Jays, and Woodpeckers. 

Industrious Weed»Seed Eaters 

Among other ! irds that may be attracted to the 
house in wintei time are the Redpolls; birds with 
semi-goldfinch habits, recognized by the red crown, 
and in the males, red breast as well. Redpolls are 
Industrious - weed-seed eaters and they appear ever 
cheerful be the weather fine or stormy. 

Sno.. birds are also weed-seed destroyers; moving 
over the fields in large straggling flocks they gather 
their food from the farmers' enemies. Birds of the 
plains in line weather but in storm times drifting in 
before the wind to sock shelter amid the trees or farm 
buildings. They are readily attracted to seeds placed 
for all who care to partake of them, and they make 
welcome additions to the farm visitors. 

Wandering into the woods we may well meet a 
flock of Pine Grosbeaks; birds almost as large as Robina, 
and colored even more gorgeously. The male has a 
mantle of red over the head, upper back, and breast. 
The females and young ore duller, often showing ruaty 
yellow in place of red. I hey have rich call notes and 
move about in small flocks subsisting upon berries of 
various kinds, but more particularly those of the 
Snow Berry shrub. 

Found Near Maple Treea 

The Evening Grosbeak ia similar in size to the last 
but its colors are yellow, black, gray, and white, the 
distinguishing mark being a large white blotch on the 
shoulders. These birds have a special liking for the 
seeds of the Manitoba Maple and in consequence they 
are usually found in the vicinity of those trees. 

Among the winter birds of prey are several worthy 
of note. First there is the Goshawk, that blue-gray 
marauder which docs so much to reduce the various 
grouse in numbers, [ndeed, it is this bird, more than 



Snowy Owl Eats Mice 

[ must not dismiss the owl tribe without mention 
of our most characteristic species, namely tile Snowy 
Owl. It is a mousc-r without doubt, as the contents of 
its stomach amply show, yet in spite of this, there is 
no bird that is more persistently persecuted. Friends, 
let us protest against this mania for collecting which 
is threatening the existence of some of our most useful 
birds. If we wish for mice and other rodent plagues, 
kill the owls, by all means, but. in reason, let us re- 
member that these birds have won a place in the world 
by merit. They form a part in the great "Scheme of 
Nature." that wonderful Law which pervades the 
whole world. Is it for us to say which one shall live 
and which shall die? 

Both the Bald and the Golden 
Eagles remain with us during the 
winter months. They art not the 
marauders old tales would have us 
suppose, but, on the whole, pro- 
bably do more good than harm. 
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Woodpeckera of several kinda; the Downey, Hairy 
and Threetoed; Waxwings, Crossbills, Rosy Finches 
and Shrikes all form part of our avian fauna in winter. 
Indeed, the country ia by no means the barren, snow- 
bound waste some people depict. Beauty and interest 
are, in reality, all around us only some of us are apt 
to shut our eyes to the wonders provided. A few seeds 
scattered before a window, and a piece of suet hung 
on the wall will do much to awaken an interesc in the 
creatures of the wild. these attractions will also 
provide many friends which should add to the joy 
which I hope will be yours at this festive season. 



Bertrand Betrays his Trust 

He was a youth. In his heart there 
burned the peppery fires of unrealized 
ambition. Sad to say, however, Bertrand 
used the forces which dwelt within him 
in quite the wrong direction. This led 
to his undoing. 

A friend interested himself in the lad, 
and with charitable kindness used every 
means to steer him into right channels. 
The result*) were negligible. Somewhere 
in Bertrand's nature was a kink, which, 
despite all endeavors to the contrary, 
would assert itself in all kinds of crooked 
ways. 



One day tht friend entrusted the young 
man with the key of the house, with 
instructions to see that things were kept 
decently and in order. No tramps were 
to be allowed in sight and the insurance 
agent could eall again. Then the friend 
departed with his mind in peace and 
hands full with grips and packages to 
take on his much anticipated vacation. 

If Bertrand had been given the job 
of hoeing the potatoes or cleaning out 
the garage, all might have gone well. 
But alas, the demon which accompanies 
idleness made sundry suggestions that 
Bertrand ohould amuse himself in some 
way or another. Bertrand decided that 



he would do this at the 
friend. 
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Second nand dealers of doubtful nation- 
ality and character were got in touch with 
and in the space of time which it took to 
remove the furniture, every stick in the 

place WlWMlld. 

Bertrand's friend on hia return was 
greeted, to his amazement, with the 
cold stare of bare boards. He soon re- 
covered from his surprise, however, and 
went next door to phone for the police. 

Bertrand was the next to view an un- 
furnished apartment — the floor this time 
being of chilly stone — the uninviting 



interior of a prison. The friend's long- 
suffering patience had given out. Then 
The Salvation Army happened along. 
Bertrand was visited and prayed with, 
and with the ftssiatancn of the Officer 
was let out on parole. This he promptly 
broke and was brought back into durance 
vile. He nest tried suicide, but this was 
a failure, Bertrand was a failure all round. 
However, with the unfailing attention 
piven him by The Salvation Army Officer 
Bertrand renounced his evil ways and 
professed conversion. Hi's subsequent 
life has proved that he got a real change 
of heart, and he is now on the way to 
making a real success of his J'fe, 
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Stopped by The Army Band mmVmiIimW%0&&%&£ 

I he Story of a Tax! driver's Cancers ion 

By Bandsman Jack Webster 
Winnipeg Citadel 
TT WAS a miserably cold night in the 
■"■ late Fall in Winnipeg, with a drizzling 
rain falling, adding to the wretchedness. 
Undoubtedly moat of the Citadel Bands- 
men would rather have stayed home 
after their day's work, but the winter 
series of Festivals was coming on and every 
minute allotted for rehearsal was precious. 

The taxi driver had had his car idle on 
Market Street the whole day and he 
stayed out a little later than usual in the 
hope of turning over a dollar or two. 

Shortly after the bell n the City Hall 
had tolled eight a young man, finding 
the weather depressing and wishing to 
brighten life, sought out "Jim" the taxi- 
driver and told him to take him to "that 
house where life is bright and I can 
forget this old world for a while." 

With a knowing wink of the eye "Jim" 
proceeded to drive hia "fare" to a certain 
house of ill-fame to which he had often 
taken other youths. 

But^ something was to happen which 
our friend Jim had not bargained for, an 
incident which in effect was to change 
his whole life 

Passing up King and turning on Rupert 
the sound of The Army Band attracted 
Jim. He had often heard the Band in the 
Open-Air close to his cab stand at the 
City Hall. Slackening down a little he 
heard hia mother's favorite tune "Rock- 
ingham" and quite unconsciously found 
himself repeating the words she used to 
sing: 

"When I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of Glory died," 

Turning north on Main Street his mind 
went baek to those days when he ac- 
companied his mother to The Army 
in the Old Land. 

He had set out from home a good lad, 
full of good resolutions but, like hundreds 
of others, things were so different on this 
side, and he didn't get the welcome he 
thought was his due, (all schemes of the 
devil a to lure one from the fold), and he 
drifted. 

The words of his mother's song then 
flashed across his mind while he waited 
at an intersection for the signal to go. 
"My richest gain [ count but loss" What 
had he gained, and in continuing in this 
way. what was he further to gain, he 
asked himself? 

Suddenly Jim stopped the car, turned 
to the occupant and said "I'm sorry mate, 
you'll have to get out, I'm not going any 
further," then proceeded to make a lame 
excuse about engine trouble. His man 
out of sight, Jim was back at the Citadel 
like a shot and, sitting at the baek of 
the Hali, heard the ponderous finale of 
the selection "Rockingham." He 
repeated the words: 

"Were the whole realm of nature mine. 
That were a present far too small; 
Love so amazing, so Divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all." 

_Aa the Bandmaster, not satisfied quite 
with the rendering, proceeded to impress 
upon his men the necessity of conforming 
their playing to the words and wished 
the last line of that verse to be emphasized 
and made a little more weighty, "You 
know," he said "We generally make that 
a. personal consecration by altering 
'demands' to 'shall have my soul." " 

This statement impressed Jim at the 
baek, "the voice of conscience pleaded 
with me" he told us afterwards "to 
make it my personal consecration, but I 
stopped my ears, grabbed my cap, and 
went home," 

"But 1 didn't sleep that night. 1 
tried Lo make the excuse that I was too 
bad when the voice spoke to me. I 
told of the hundreds of young lads I had 
taken to that house, many of them quite 
innocent, but the words 'Though your 
sins be as scarlet,' were answered to my 
protest." 

"Finally I got out of bed, my eyes full 
of tears, and prayed for cleansing — -mind 
you it was 14 years since I had prayed, 
and a strange calm came over me and I 
felt right there that in that instant God 
had forgiven the past." 

Jim felt he would do better if he sold 
the car and went to another city, so he 
left Winnipeg and was out of our ken for a 
time, 

But news of him reached us, and we 
heatd that Jim is a sterling Salvationist 
and a tireless worker in the War in one of 
our large Corps in the U, S. A, 



\/TANY were the evidences that the 
- 1 - A Arctic night was fast approaching. 
All nature was asleep; bird life had 
ceased: the leaves had long since faded 
and fallen; nothing was left but naked 
trees. King Frost had already thrown 
a sheet of ice over the Northern River. 
Each day shortened as the sun sank 
lower below the horizon — indeed he had 
already hid his face behind the summits 
of the mountains, to remain out of sight 
for months. 

Shut in Till Spring 

The last boat from St. Michael had 
crushed up the river, through the thin 
sheet of ice. Human beings who re- 
mained to winter near the Arctic Circle 
were shut in from the outside world until 
spring, save for a letter, which, perchance, 
might reach them over the ice by means 
of a dog team. 

The day came when the sun appeared 
for the last time that year. Long the 
lonely group of homesick men had gazed 
into the sky to say farewell to the golden 
orb. His warmth had ceased a consider- 
able time before he had gone, neither did 
he shine very brightly, so that the be- 
holders were able to look him full in the 
face with the naked eye without difficulty. 
Now that the sun had departed, the 
weather became decidedly cold — the winds 
from the North hissed across the desolate 
places, gaining daily in Btrength. Refuge 
from the blast for human beings was 
found in the little log cabins, beside a 
huge fire of Bpruce and cottonwood, 
while the creatures of the earth sought 
shelter in the bleak woods, where only 
the spruce trees remained green. 
Combating the Winter 

As though in a death struggle, the 
melancholy groups of men began to 
combat the winter, pushing moss between 
the crevices in the logs of their lonely 
cabins to shut out the increasingly cold 
winds. 

The tedious nights had commenced in 
earnest. Still, the moon shone brightly, 
bringing hope and comfort from a kind 
and ever watchful Father. Myriads of 
stars shone clearly. The nights were 
crisp and clear, while the Northern 
lights danced in the heavens, bringing 
hope in place of despair— hope for the 
coming spring I 

The sun at last tipped the lowest of 
the hills. 

Meanwhile, the long wintry months 
were passing — with only an hour or two 
of daylight at most. 

Now that he had finally bid adieu, 
the sun commenced his return journey, 
slowly, and yet daily rising higher and 
higher and gaining in strength; his bright 
rays began to warm the cold earth again. 
Up he rose in the heavens, a ball of fire 



peeped one day over the horizon, but 
only for a moment or two, then departed. 
But the following day he came again 
and remained a little longer — and tnuB 
day by day, lengthened out his stay. 
The thick ice on the rivers began to melt. 
Nature awakened out of her long wintry 
sleep. The birds arrived from warmer 
climates. Flocks of geese and ducks 
winged their way back to their summer 
habitat. The glaciers glistened in the 
sp!e:idor of the sun and rushed silvery 
torrents of dear crystal water uuwn the 
mountains to refresh the valleys and w&sil 
out the golden nuggets from the sands, 
which rested in heaps, gathered from below 
the surface of the ancient river beds, 
by the miners during the dark day* of 
winter. 

Springl No bride was ever greeted 
by bridegroom with greater affection by 
those who had "wintered in" during the 
Arctic night. 

■ Waiting for a Redeemer 

What is a cold night of a few months 
compared to the thousands of years of 
gloom into which the world had been 
cast by the sin and fall of Adam and 
Eve? A WORLD WAITING FOR A 
REDEEMERI God's promise with the 
sure hope of a brighter dayl A World's 
Night came on in the Garden by yielding 
to the Tempter. But it was made u 
night of hope. God's Word declared the 
Messiah would come — God's promise 
to the Jews, It must have seemed to 
many who hoped on as though the ni,;ht 
would never end. Meanwhile, provision 
was made for His people to atone by the 
offering of sacrifices, but not until the 
Angels in heaven sang to those humble 
watching shepherds was the darkness of a 
sinful world dispelled. It was then that 
gladness filled the earth again. The 
sunshine of His presence was manifest 
in the Manger. The long night had 
passed. The wise men who followed that 
ray of light, were led into His presence, 
and bowed before Him. The promises 
of Jehovah were fulfilled! 

The King of Glory 

Alas, ail the people of the earth were 
not ready to greet Him and proclaim 
Him fCingl But the morning will never 
be forgotten when the King of Kings was 
bom. The brighest gem of heaven was 
laid in a Manger. That expression of 
love from the very heart of God, in 
giving His only begotten Son — the King 
of Glory 1 

This Christmas time we once again 
humble ourselves before the Manger in 
adoration and praise, and to many of us, 
in the glorious realization of a pemaiml 
and ever present Saviour, the Night has 
passed and the Glorious Day has come 
to remain with us forever and forever. 



Two Young Adventurers 

They sought to emulate the dcedi aj a mode 

oillian, tut found that such a course 

led to jail 

By Eneicn W Putt 

A large, highly colored poster adorned 
the exterior of the picture house ot a small 
Eastern town, depicting the scene of a 
sensational highway robbery in the West. 
Masks, bandits and revolvers figured 
largely in the display. Grouped around 
the brilliantly lighted vestibule were a 
number of loafers, and also small children 
who stood with bulging eyes, taking in 
the details of the gaudy announcement- 
Two lads of the working age stood 
near the entrance of the show discussing 
with evident interest the all-absorbing 
topic of the movies. Finally, stepping up 
to the pay wicket, they purchased tickets 
and entered through the swing doors 
into the dark interior of the theatre. 
The highly exciting picture they saw 
filled them with a desire to emulate the 
exploits of the screen heio, and they 
emerged from the theatre to discuss plans 
as to how they could satisfy their am- 
bitions for desperate adventure. 



"Extra, Extra! Latest news, daring 
robbery," yelled a newsboy as he dodged 
in and out among the moving throng of 
pedestrians on their way to their various 
occupations. Dexterously accepting the 
nickel from a passerby a9 he proffered 
the paper, the newsie darted off with his 
accustomed cry. "Extra. Extra!" 

The purchaser of the paper slackened 
up his pace a tittle, glancing at the head- 
lines with interest. A large departmental 
store had been broken into, the safe 
rifled, and one of the night clerks, stunned 
into unconsciousness, was found by the 
manager the next morning lying on the 
floor. No trace had been found of the 
perpetrators of the outrage. 

"Something always going on out in 
those wild regions" muttered the East- 
erner, as he crumpled the paper up and 
pursued his way. Then he thought of his 
boy who had left home a few months 
before in company with a friend to T.ake 
their fortunes on the prairies. An uneasy 
feeling gripped his heart, but, shaking 
it off, the man entered his place of business 
and was soon lost in the rounds of his 
many duties. 



"Well, what can I do for you," and the 
keen looking, but withal kindly faced 
Officer beckoned the gentleman, mentioned 
in the foregoing paragraph, into a chair. 
"I do not wish to take up your time," 
replied the visitor, "but 1 want your 
Organization to try and find my boy." 
The Officer then gave o sympathetic 
hearing while the details were told him 

"The case is extremely difficult: we 
have very little to work upon," said 
the Adjutant, "but you may rely on us 
to do our very best," bidding his client 
good-day, with extended hand. 



A Remittance Mae Makes Good 



ADOLPHUS was a regular "masher." 
that is, of course, before he tumbled 
down on his luck. Any time you might 
have Been him with the swells of Pic- 
cadilly doing the grand. If the smart 
set took a notion to wear heliotrope 
colored socks, Adolphus wore them, and 
if checked neckties were in vogue then of 
course Adolphus would deck himself out 
in one. A monocle was on indispensable 
article. 

The parents of Adolphus, well-to-do 
and well meaning in their way, encouraged 
the young man by giving him practically 
a blank cheque book. This led to ex- 
travagance which soon got beyond bounds. 
Moreover, so-called friends of Adolphus, 
led him into several wild scrapes, the lost 
of which, his parents only got him out 
of by shipping him off to Canada. 

Arriving in one of the large cities of the 
Dominion, Adolphus made the resolution 
that he would settle down to do some 



honest labor. Unfortunately, his early 
training was all against him. He could 
no more settle down to work than settle 
on top of a telegraph pole. As long as he 
had allowances made him by his parents, 
so long did certain flashily-dressed, loose- 
tongued members of sporting society 
claim him for their companion. 

Then the allowance ceased. Adolphus 
became a wanderer. It was the story of 
the Prodigal over ogain. One excellent 
effect, however, that this had upon 
Adolphus waa that as hia stock of cosh 
dwindled, so his wisdom increased, and 
in the rubs and knocks of "beating his 
way through the western prairies Adol- 
phuB became an experienced "hobo," 

A misdeed found Adolphus at length 
incarcerated in the jail of a provincial 
town where Trie Salvation Army Officer 
visited him. befriended him, and. most 
wonderful of all, Adolphus got truly 
converted and is now filling a useful niche 
in life. 



Two livid featured, hollow-eyed young 
men stood in the felon's dock, awaiting 
their sentence. They were accused of 
robbery, with violence! What had they 
to say for themselves? Bluffing at first, 
the lads finally broke down and con- 
fessed everything. They were guilty and 
could only throw themselves upon the 
judge's mercy. That gentleman, how- 
ever, was adamant. Ten years in the 
penitentiary was the penalty given. Thus, 
ended the Wild West adventures of the 
two young men. 

"Now boys, up with your hand if you 
want to be prayed with. There'll be no 
dodging issues on the Judgment Day. 
If you want to get right, now's the time." 

The genial faced Salvation Army 
Officer glanced keenly down the aisles 
of the pri£on chapel, noting carefully the 
bowed heads before him. Suddenly, here 
and there, up shot hands, among them 
being the two lads who had recently 
come to the penitentiary. 

Thus it came about that one of thr 
lads was found to be the very boy whom 
the anxious father applied to the Eastern 
Officer to locate. 

It was a sad duty to break the news to 
the parents, whose feelings may be better 
imagined than described. The only rift 
in the cloud was the faet that the lad had 
proved his conversion to Christ by his 
conduct and, by diligently learning a 
trade, waa preparing for the time when 
he should be released. 
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CHAPTER 
In Peril at Po 
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CHAPTER I. 
In Peril at Port Said 

ELL, if this isn't the 
dismal hole I ever struck, 
name's not Powell. What 
baking heat, the dreary old 



that perhaps they were taking him off 
to a prayer meeting. _ The other two, 
however, were as reckless and gutJioa 
as himself, and he wondered what their 
object could be in accompanying the alty 
pilot that afternoon. 

"The fact of the matter is this.' aald 
the Marine, a jolly young fellow, whose 
worst fault was that he drank too heavily 
at times, through endeavouring to be 
too sociable with those around him. 
"You sec, a big P. & O. Liner came in 
to-day, nnd is waiting to go through the 
Canol. On board of her 19 a party of 
Salvation Army Officera going out to 
India, and they are holding a meeting on 
shore this afternoon. Mac here told us 
about it. and so we said, 'Anything for 
;hangc,' and decided Lo go and hear 
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heops. the bad smelta, the clouds of 



be nearer the truth, f expect." said the Robbery was their evident motive and 

blunt sailor, from which it may be sur- the Greek proprietor of the grog shop 

mined that he held a very poor opinion was probably an accomplice. They must tJ, crJI . 

most of Tom's truthfulness or honesty. have thought that the black man had "Well, I'm blowcd," said Duffy, "I 

W ."^' j mU9t be ° thought-reader," gone or that he would not interfere with thought' there was something religious 

_j Er'nned the ugly savage; "but nebber their designs at any rate, but _they reck- on the programme, but seeing that it 18 a 



"j mind dat, how's yo fined for de drinks?" oned wrong for once. Though Tom was a long time since I heard the Army, I'll 

dual, and the constant jabberingof those m;" 1 ,!™ de ~t b ™ ke ' T ° m li!" ld L I was j ," st mo8t un3cru P uI . V 3 sort , of a scam u p - "^ come with you. The sight of a Hallelujah 

dusky maniacs over there life doesn> th, " k,n E .<? B ,vln E U P he booM alto ; ? ut any pr.ne.ples and never bothered bonnet will remind me of Home. Sweet, 

seen/worth living° Roll on'thi'Lewh^ ££. ^ TT^TIT *"££ ScfffiSTSSoS Ms con^ctwSh S LIT there '' "* *" ** * ' "* b6 ' 

wh e iA°f k i 2 he B br?ny o":e 0n m t or , e ^ ta800d ^^^"J? <£ ..^J^l ^.^iTi-^'HZ? *%&% & alTfour wended their way to the 
Thus ran the thoughts of one of His 



Oh, nebber say die," said Tom. a chum in danger- With a wild yelf 

who was a confirmed rum drinker, and therefore, that would have scared a host — . 

had had many a wild carouse with the of Dervishes, he sprang to his feet, and, . 

of the Mediterranean Fleet, grasping a table, he hurled it at the in- \ ^ Ir- 
an d have something to keep your trudera, bottles, glasses and all, 
courage up, and to-night we'll have a The sleeping sailor awoke with a start, 
merry time when t the others get ashore." "Hello there, clear the decks for action/' 
Duffy accompanied his strange friend he called out, and hardly knowing what 
, , , , . ,j . to a neighbouring grog shop, and over he was about, he caught hold of the Greek 
looked around to aee who was addreuing the ^^^ they exchanged stories of their and started to pummel him with all his 



Britannie Majesty's Jack Tars, as he sat 
disconsolately on the edge of the "Basin acan 
du Commerce," in the Egyptian town of "Co, 
Port Said, one sultry afternoon. 

"Ho there, DufFy, what yo look in' so 
black at"?" sounded a voice in hia ear. 
The sailor started from his reverie and 
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him by his familiar nick-nnme: 

A tall figure, with a face as black as 
the coal that lay in the barges alongside 
the ships, was standing over him, with 
a broad grin expanding his feati 
and revealing his shining ivory teeth. 
He was clad in dirty calico garments 
and on his head was a red fez that had 
seen better days. A livid scar extending 
from his mouth to his left ear, in no wise 
improved his appearance, and he looked 
just what he was. a ferocious, half savage 
Soudanese, who had fought under Kitch- 
ener Pasha against the Khalifa, and was 
now roaming from place to place, picking 
up a livelihood by working occasionally 
at coal-heaving, sand dredging, eamel 
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Grasping a table he hurled it at 
the intruders 



The Return from the 
Christinas Manger 



doings since last they met. Tales of wild might. An officer of the law. in a red fez 

carousals, hair-breadth escapes, sand- and a white jacket, hearing the commo- We are told nothing on the sacred page 

storms in the desert and hurricanes at tion, now came running in,- gesticulating about the homeward joumey of the wise 

sea formed the topic of their conversa- wildly and keeping up an incessant jabber, men, but we may think, if we choose, of 

tion for a good hour, until what with the He immediately wanted to arrest Duffy, the caravan's stately progress, of its 

fumes of the tobacco and the effect of thinking it was he who was the cause of marches by day and ita rests by night, 

the liquor he had drunk, poor Duffy be- the quarrel, and the Greek loudly de- until, with their wonderful story, they 

gan to ramble incoherently in his remarks, manded that his assailant should be again sat in their own tent doors and 

and in the story he was telling he mixed marched off to the police station. The talked with the folk they had left behind. 

caravans and warships, camel9 and bo'- Soudanese interfered, however, and aaid They would never again be the same 

driving, and perhaps going off now and ?•"»». . waterspouts and sand-pillars in that the policeman should give chose to that they had been before their pilgrimage. 

again with a caravan across the deserts, inextricable contusion, until he finally the three Maltese, who by this time had The blessing that came to them when 

"Why. hello/ Tom Dollar, where did aun k his head on the table and went to got far awny from the scene of the dis- they knelt before the Babe in the manger 

you spring from?" said Duffy, as we shall alee P' turbance. In the height of the discussion would abide with them the remainder of 

now coll him, springing to his feet and The Soudanese uttered an exclama- ? f the affair, three of Duffy's shipmates their lives. 

grasping the good-natured black giant tion of surprise when he saw Duffy's head happened to pass by, and seeing he was For none can see the Christ and worship 

by the hand drop on the table. "Yo very soon done, ln trouble over something, they stopped Him in child-like humility nnd after that 



trouble over something, they stopped Hii 

eplied mate," he grunted: "nebber mind, you to^enquire the reason. be satisfied with the mere pomps and 

Tom. soon get obcr dot, and you shall play the Hello. Duffy I What's up?" shouted vanities of this transitory world. 

"And what were you doing there, you music for us to-night." But the only <jne of them, a young private in the Old friends and neighbors and t)ie 

black scamp?" asked Duffy, who was on reply of the unconscious sailor wa9 a loud Marines. d e3r ones around them would find them 

pretty familiar terms with Tom. snore. "Don't know, mates." replied Duffy, gentler, stronger, more sympathetic, more 

"Getting plenty of backsheesh," grin- Tom arose from the table, and going "only this 'ere red and white feller wants courteous than ever they had been, and 

■■■-■■ - f ort . to lock me up for something or other." would sometimes say, "There must have 

ably down for a short nap till his friend "Oh, we'll soon fis him." said the bcen «™ et hing very beautiful that came 

somewhat recovered himself. About ten Marine. "Look here. Johnny," address- l ? P 833 , lor Caspar, Melchior. and Bal- 

minutes passed in silence, and then the ing the policeman, "we'll look after that fhaser when they were gone from us that 

keen senses of the son of the desert de- chap if you let him come with us." and lon B and w eary time, when the star led 

" " ' - - - - iance tQ Jay them to the lane of Juder 



"Oh, jus' come from Cairo,' 



. ty or bacttoneesn, grin- Tom arose from the table, u 
ned Tom; "lots ob ladies want climb big t o o dark corner settled himself 
pyramid — -Tom show 'em how. Oh, lot 
ob money in dat game." 

"Whatever brought you to this aun- 
scorched, dirty place, then, if you were 
doing so well nt Cairo?" said the sailor. 



tected a stealthy footstep. Hia instincts without giving him any chance to flay 



Christ in the Heart 



moment, though he never altered off between them, leaving Tom. the Greek llves - 

moved hia and the policeman to settle the argument, 

head. "What port are you making for, ship- 

"Maltese/'hemutteredunderhisbreath, mates?" asked Duffy, when they had 

and cautiously he now turned his gaze B°t some distance from the shop. There is a lovely thought in Martin 

in the direction from which the sound He recognised in one of the party a Luther's Christmas Carol for Children: 

amc. Three hang-dog looking seoun- leading seaman, who was one of the "Wee- "Ah, dearest Jesus, Holy Child 1 

up with that yarn. Tom. I'll be bound drcls were sneaking up to poor Duffy as Wee Party," as Naval men designate Make Thee a bed, soft, undented, 

you got into a row, and had to run away he slept, each with his knife ready for those amongst them who are inclined Within my heart, that it may be 

to escape getting into jail. That would instant use should resistance be offered, to be religious, and he got a bit suspicious A quiet chamber kept for Thee," 



choose ro live nt mjeh a town, when he ^ mi mi a-i jiw 

might be enjoying himself on the banks of n ; 9 position nor so much 
the Nile. 

"I heard yo was here, Duffy, and I 
come fo' see yo," answered the Soudanese, 
with a sly twinkle in his eye. 

"Oh, fiddlesticks, you can't stuff me 
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| A 1'riple Red Line 

S Cod's call to The Salvation Army to world-wide service in the cause of humanity 
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TpO TRAVEL around the earth and observe a 
A part of what is to be seen, is a task, a privilege, 
and a responsibility. No man lives unto himself, even 
in travel.. Everyone so blessed should try to give out 
something of value to those who are forced to stay at 
home. Hence this is my duty at the present time. 

In the following article 1 wish to say a few words 
concerning three red lines which can be seen eircling 
the globe. 

First—The Imperial British Red Line can be seen 
in service in all lands and on all seas. The cities of the 
world have official representatives of Great Britain 
in all departments of activity. Her consuls, consuls- 
general, and ambassadors, or their deputies, can be 
found everywhere. Her great financiers, heads of 
commerce and industry, shipping magnates, number- 
less civil servants, judicial representatives, military 
men of all departments, countless religious and secular 
teachers, missionaries, active in all parts of the Empire, 
and most other lands, are engaged in a noble, manly, 
loyal service, wisely and unselfishly rendered. 
Mark of Divine Call 

This thin Red Line has the mark of the Divine 
call and blessing. It belts the earth, is the official 
color of Great Britain, and is very aged. Perhaps it 
has some relation to the red line of Zarah, to the walls 
of Jerieho, and the saving Red Line of Calvary. 

Second — As one travels extensively he is struck 
with the all-round-the earth work of the British Angli- 
can Cburch. This marvellous Christian organization 
is almost omnipresent in relation to the important 
strategic urban centres of humanity. Its men and 
women are zealous, devoted, organized and numerous. 
Thi9 great Christian body is the child of the ancient 
Church of the wilderness, the judges, the kings and 
the prophets. It has had a glorious career and is in 
the harness today for work for the Master's cause 
on a large and most wonderful scale. It has thrown 
its red line of salvation, the Red Line of Calvary 
around the earth, and Jesus Christ is its Leader. 
Having seen these people laboring in nearly all lands, 
one praises God for this great gift to the human family. 

Third — -The Salvation Army, From the beginning 
of this mighty Christian enterprise to the present time 



I have admired, and to some extent co-operated with, 
The Salvation Army. Only a generation ago our grand 
Christian leader. General Booth, began his work in 
the city slums of England. He, with his good wife and 
family, united their efforts in' the cause of the Master 
and went to work where the loudest, saddest calls for 
help arose. 




PROFESSOR E. ODLUM 

The ever pressing demands for the extension of the 
work forced the General to establish centres all through 
the British Isles, and concurrent therewith, the over- 
seas calls, numerous and insistent, led him to the 
"overseas dominions", the United States, Europe, 
and so on, around the world— even to the ends of the 
earth. Under Divine inspiration, protection and 



guidance, The Salvation Army established the Blood 
Red Line in oil directions, belted the globe, raised its 
hoMeh'jnh sonys to the heavens, prayed itself into the 
hearts and homes of millions, and raised aloft its Red 
Flag, significant of redemption, carrying cheer, hope, 
and new life to untold multitudes. 

About thirty-six yenrs ago I wrote from Tokyo. 
Japan, to General Booth, in London, and urged him 
to send some Salvationists to that great country. 
But he was so overwhelmned by urgent calls at home, 
and in the lands already entered, that lie wrote saying 
such an undertaking would have to wait for the future. 

As time passed, and the Army increased n numbers, 
wealth, nnd other means, the work was extended 
so as to take in Japan, where many centres are now 
cared for by God-fearing, zealous workers. 

Every dollar given to the cause is v/ell expended 
The officers, lads and lassies, of the Army receive the 
smallest salaries possible to live upon, even when 
using the strictest economy. 

1 visited The Salvation Army centres in Europe, 
from the north to the south, in Egypt, ancient Canaan. 
India, Singapore, Hong Kong. Chinn, and Japan, as 
well as many other places, and found the Gospel 
preached in its fulness and simplicity 

Were I leaving my present work for any other on 
the earth, I would offer my services to the Lord in the 
heart of The Salvation Army. These people know 
life by regeneration, and they give themselves to the 
poor and needy of nil races. They carry the bread, 
water, clothing, shslter, and heart-encouragement at 
all times, in all places, and under all circumstances. 
Red Line of Salvation 

Surely this Red Line of Salvation which belts the 
earth has received the Divine call to world service; 
it too, find9 its highest altitude and origin in the Blood- 
Red stream of Calvary. 

These Salvationists now include representatives 
of most of the human races, tribes, and nations. The 
Christ-life in them binds them into one vast sym- 
pathetic brotherhood. 

How many millions of poor men, women, and child- 
ren will be much cheered, comforted, materially as- 
sisted, and morally improved in these Christmas days 
no man on earth can tell. The glorious multitudes of 
Army workers, with song, prayer, heartening smiles, 
and material aid, in food, shelter, and clothing, are 
truly ministering spirits to millions of the most needy 
of the human 'race. They are working for time and 
eternity, for mankind nnd for the Saviour of all who 
have been, and will be saved from sin and death to 
everlasting life. 

We wish Salvationists everywhere, a Merry Christ- 
mas and a Happy New Year. 
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Back to the Old Paths 

A Yulelide Incident in Norway ::: By Lieut.-Colonel Breien 
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ARE we going to have the same kind of Christmas 
this year as we usually have, mamma?" 

It was the sixteen-year-old daughter who asked the 
question a few weeks before Christmas, and then she 
added, *'My friends all think we have such a glorious 
Christmas, because they know father has so much 
money." 

What could the mother Bay? Last Christmas-eve 
the husband and father had as usual been drunk and 
laid on a sofa in the drawing-room. In order not to 
disturb him and provoke unpleasantness the mother 
had the lovely Christmas-tree moved out to the kitchen, 
and there the well-to-do lady kept Christmas with 
her children. They tried to create some sort of festive 
feeling by singing hymn9 and partaking of Christams 
fare, but it was not a success; father was lying down 
in the other room, helpless. It was the dark shadow 
clouding the festive season. 

Now the children were looking forward with 
forebodings to a repetition of the same thing — hence 
the daughter's anxious question. 

Recalled Happy Days 

Ju9t at this time the town, where the father's 
prosperous business was situated, received a visit 
from a Salvation Army Officer who had been stationed 
there some years previous. She rang up on the tele- 
phone to the lady of our story, who had been her 
Soldier in the happy days gone by. Mrs. X was 
greatly moved to hear her old Captain's voice again, 
and when the conversation was over she went to her 
husband and told him how it recalled to her memory 
the happy days of long ago; "Oh, don't remind me of 
the old days," he replied impatiently. He, too, had 
once been on enthusiastic follower of God, and zealous 
for His glory, and it was like touching an open wound 
to talk about what had been. However, the Officer 
wb9 invited to come and see the family, and in company 
with another comrade 9he did so. 

Mr. X was home and sober, to the great relief as 
well as surprise of his wife, and when dinner was over 
the Captain brought out her guitar and sang one after 
another of the old sweet songs. The Bible was read 
and prayer offered for the home and family. An old 
familiar chord was touched, and neither Mr. X nor 
his wife could get away from the influence of the 



visit. A longing after the old paths had sprung up in 
their hearts. Especially did Mr. X's conscience 
prick him when he thought of his children and the 
shadow which had clouded their young lives on account 
of his drunken habits. 

On the Sunday following he went to the Meeting. 
It is true that an old friend came to see him during 
the day and that they were drinking a9 usual, but he 
went to the afternoon Meeting, and there the Spirit 
of God spoke to him again. At the end of the day he 
sat at home alone with his memories, and a struggle 
went on in his soul as he thought of the happy years 
that were past. 

Enslaved by Sin 

Though he was a rich man now, and had every- 
thing that the world considers essential to happiness, 
sin had got a firm hold on him. When the midnight 
hour struck he felt he could hold out no longer — -he 
must get help somehow. He called up on the tele- 
phone a man who he knew loved and served God, 
and asked him to call round and Bee him. He came, 
and Mr. X told him of his misery. As the friend 




Tapers Innumerable twinkled, and from the top shone t 
bright star — emblem of the Star of Bethlehem 



song an old song of Salvation the sin-burdened man ol 
wealth threw himself on his knees and sobbed. "I am 
lost!" There was a great struggle. ThiB man who 
had helped others in the past and knew the promises 
of God by heart, now needed all the help he could 
get to lay hold of them for himself. Long he prayed 
and agonized. At 2 a.m. the light broke into his 
soul. 

Begged her to forgive him 

Next morning hi9 wife returned to town from their 
country hoiise. As she saw signs of there having been 
company the previous day she found it difficult to 
believe her husband when he told her he had been 
converted the night before: but when he put his arms 
around her neck and begged her to forgive him, and 
promised henceforth to walk in the paths of righteous- 
ness, she understood thnt the great miracle had been 
performed, and he was indeed a new creature. She 
herself had often wished to serve God as Bhe had done 
formerly, but lacked courage to take up the cross 
alone. Now that her husband had led the way she 
felt ashamed and humiliated to think she had so long 
held back. Falling on her knees she there and then 
yielded herself afresh to God. 

Now the two had broken with the old life and a 
new day had dawned. Mr. X was not content with 
half measures. He had the wines brought up from 
the cellars and emptied down the sink. The cigars 
too were thrown away, and he has lived without them 
ever since. He realized it would have to be all or 
nothing. 

When the visiting Officer who had proved such a 
blessing to the family decided to stay for a few days 
in the town, she was invited to come out to the country 
house of Mr. X and spend Christmas with them. 
She encouraged and helped them to start family 
prayers. Though he felt this to be a cross because 
the children naturally felt n bit doubtful as to whether 
the change was going to be a lasting one, he knew it 
to be the right course. No wonder the children had 
lost their regard for him. Some time before when the 
mother suggested they should have a photograph 
taken of the family the children consented on eondition 
that the father was not included! 

Going to be Different 

Christmas-eve arrived. This to all Norwegians, 
and especially the children, is a wonderful and sacred 
festival. Even Mr. X's children began to realize 
that this year it was going to be a different Christmas 
for them. The inevitable Christmas-tree arrived 
and was decorated. Tapers innumerable twinkled, 
and from the top shone a great star, emblem of the 
Star of Bethlehem. The cburch bells chimed the 
glad message over town and country; the snow lay 
like a glistening robe over forest and field; and above 
{Continued on page 22) 
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The whole wonderful story ( 
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/ claim that here is a lesson /c 
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THh Stable in Bcthlcliem, with its simple 
Manger and silent beasts, screened as it is 
in the dim light which, history has permitted 
to fall upon it. lias a strong fascination for us all 

- especially for us who love and honor the wonder- 
ful Child so strangely entering upon human life 
amidst its many shadows. 

Everything connected with that immense event 

- the birth of the Son of God -acquires a high 
distinction, an importance out of all proportion to 
ordinary surroundings. The rude building itself 

- the common things of the farm-yard — the odds 
and ends of the inn which overflowed to the stable 

- the very litter and refuse of the scene — all have 
a deep significance for us. 



1 sometimes wonder why the Evangelists to 
whom we owe so much— and how f;rcat is our debt 
to them we can scarcely estimate did not give us a 

little more information. The wonderful scene itself -how we should 
like to reconstruct it! I lie still more wonderful persons who took 
part in the affair how we should like to know them! Who was the 
keeper of the inn? What were his thoughts when he saw the shepherds 
crowding around, and the wise men hastening with their rich gifts, 
and when he heard that King I lerod was seeking for this wonderful 
Babe? Wli-i were the shepherds like? Did they belong to the 
village? What did they say to their neighbors about that marvellous 
song of the Angels? Who were the wise men? What were the strange 
events which inspired their interest, and what did they say and where 
did they go and what report did they afterwards make of their experi- 
ences? 

Then how much we should have liked some details about the 
surrounding circumstances! Who nursed and cared for Mary? 
How long did the little family remain in the stable? Were they 
presently taken into the inn? Did the recognition of the shepherds 
and the wise men secure any other worshippers? 

These things and others are hidden from us, but some things that 
are not hidden have lessons of importance for every one who believes 
in the great deliverance which that little Infant bestowed upon our 
poor world. Here are one or two. 



The whole wonderful story constitutes a Divine endorsement of 
the poH'cr °J witnessing. The incarnation of the Son of God, and His 
birth into the families of men clothed with ordinary mortality — the 
humiliation arising from His weakness and dependence — what are 
these but a testimony to the great fact that God is, in His nature 
and purpose, a God of condescending love? This is the first great 
witness which flashes like a kind of wireless message to all lands in 
all languages and tongues from the Stable. All that happened there 
— all that we see there — all that we feel there is simply this — it is a 
testimony — it is God speaking of Himself — revealing Himself— God 
bearing witness, in the simplicity and dependence and in the infant 
cries of that Babe, to His own life, to His own power, and to the bound- 
less wealth of His unchanging love. 



/ claim that 'here is a lesson for us. Is not the law of witnessing the 
first law of the Christ-life in us? Just as the first fact of the Christ-life 
at Bethlehem, that first Christmas, was its testimony to the Divine 
Father and His love, so the first expression of that life in us must be 
our testimony to our Lord and Saviour — our witness to His Great 
Salvation. 

Nothing is clearer in the whole teaching of the New Testament 
than the steady, insistent demand that we shall pay our homage to 
our King and Bpread the honor of Hib royal name by confessing Him 
outwardly before our fellowmen. Not to coufeas Him is to depart 
from Him— yes, to break with Him for ever. To confess Him is to 
secure HiB presence now and His acknowledgement in the great Day 
of the Lord. 




The story of the Stable declares that the power 
of Christ is independent of liuman poOcrty and trial. Could 
any thing have been more significant of loneliness and 
contempt I had almost said of shame — than that 
birth-chamber? Could anything be more eloquent 
of poverty than the dismissal to the stable — the 
stable! — to the manger for the little cot — the dried 
grass and leaves for a bed — the cattle for com- 
panions? What a place to which to summon those 
shepherds fresh from the music of the skiesf What 
a spectacle to set before the wise men hurrying 
to lay at the feet of the little Stranger those rich 
gifts so worthy of a Prince! With what surprise 
they must have come upon the scene I What a 
demand upon their faith the squalid meanness of 
the surroundings must have madel 

Now when we look back we can see I wonder greatly whether 
they saw it —how the presence of the Babe changed everything 
in the Stable. The poorest farming tool was touched with a new 
li«lit! The water troughs and halters and hayracks and the manger — 
oh, the manner! — why, they all showed some strange new light and 
glory because the Babe was there! 



Well, so it is the Divine is the glory of the human. The spiritual 
imparts itself to the material and temporal. Want and weakness, 
whether in us or in our surroundings, take on a new nature in the 
presence of Jesus. They are what they are and yet they are something 
more than they are. The circumstances around us — so trying, so 
limiting— often so sorely perplexing — sometimes so sordid and mean — 
why. they are changed when He comes amongst them. That which 
was weak and contemptible and seemed like a burden too heavy to 
carry is made light by His presence and power. 

Oh, let us bcliccc it! Let us dare to declare it! Let us, above all, 
live in the joy and liberty of the truth — Jesus Christ, the same yester- 
day, to-day, and for ever, is come— is really come to bring to light 
the power of God in ordinary lives such as ours — amongst harsh and 
opposing circumstances — in the midst of weakness and suffering and 
maybe homelessness. He it is who makes all things new. He it is 
who gives the hungry bread to eat which this world knows not of. 
He it is who keeps mercy and power and holiness for those who seek 
them empty handed at His hands. He it is who turns the shadow of 
death into the morning and sheds the light of Heaven upon the 
squalid gloom of even a slummer's deathbed. 



But the supreme interest of the Stable was the interest in the 
Babe — that is in the licing personal Jesus. All the other figures fade 
away beside His — indeed, Mary and Joseph, the shepherds and the 
others would all disappear into oblivion apart from Him. It is the 
revelation of the personal King in the Babe which makes Him so 
wonderful. 

And here is the great question for us — Where is Jesus Christ now? 
What is He to you? Do you look at Him across the centuries and 
admire Him as you might admire any great and holy being? Do you 
gaze on the wonders of His life and death as you might look at an 
authentic painting or photograph of His earthly form? Is He only a 
bit of beautiful history, or a charming ideal? Or is He with you as a 
personal Presence, living in you — the centre of all your powers — the 
light on all that fills your life — the glory of your joys — your hope in 
sorrow and your victory over sin? Is He with you as He Was in 
Bethlehem? 

Ah, if not, then all has failed I Unless you know Him yourself — 
better were it for you if He had not come. Unless you possess Him, 
present with you as your Christ — you are desolate indeedl 

Seek Him — the Christ of the Stable — the Light of the World 1 
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Prelude 

&EEP lay the enow on the prairie wide, 

DhL Cold blew the blaat one Christmaatide. 
6 Naught broke the silence, and naught 
n was aeen; 

Sheer desolation reigned supreme, 
Till across the glittering white expanse. 
With bells a jingling and horees a prance. 
A sleigh-load of happy Salvation folk. 
Whose joyous songs the echoes woke, 
Came dashing apace, for an outpost bound; 
There to tell of the Saviour they had found. 
The Christ of Bethlehem, at whose birth. 
Goodwill to men and peace on earth 
Was the theme of the great angelic throng, 
As they swelled His praise in adoring song. 

Dark loomed the clouds in the western sky 
As the dusk crept on; the wind rose high. 
Whirling the snow into huge deep diifts. 
The moon shone feebly through little rifts 
In the driving masses of lowering cloud 
From which fell the snow tike a winding shroud 
O'er the whole wide prairie, blotting out 
All view before, behind, about. 
And soon above. Oh dreadful night. 
What chance for mortals in such plight? 

"There is a God above" the Captain said, 

"Let's pray for guidance* to be safely led 

Into some shelter till this storm be past. 

Or this night surely it will be our last." 

On through the storm pressed the panting steeds 

And the Soldiers prayed to the Cod Who Leads 

His own through the shadows of gloom and doubt. 

On a sudden the Captain gave a shout, 

"Turn to the right, I hear a hound's deep bay; 

"Now praised be Cod Who's guided us this way." 

A half mile further and a Light is seen. 

Oh welcome sight to those who've been 

So nigh to perishing in the drifting snow. 

All sing "Praise Cod from whom all blessings flow." 

It was a prairie homestead into which 

The Army folk were welcomed, and the rich 

Store of hospitality they experienced there 

Soon warmed all hearts and drove away dull care. 

Seated around the fireside's cheery glow 

The conversation quick began to flow. 

"Suppose now Comrades/' 'twas the Captain spoke, 

"We put aside small talk and aimless joke 

"And on this Christmas Day relate as brothers 

"What Cod has done for us, or done for others; 

"The time will thus be profitably employed, 

"Our hosts regaled, and every hour enjoyed, 

"Come Sergeant Major, you shall lead the way. 

"Now tell us of your most eventful day." 

The Sergeant Major, who in foreign climes 
Had fought for King and country many times. 
And for long years had also served the Lord, 
Wielding with skill and tact the Spirit's sword. 
Needed no further urging to relate his story, 
And on this wise he spoke — to God's glory. 



The Sergeant-Major's Story 

A Soul': Birth 
'Twas in an Eastern garden; it was night. 
Bright in the cloudless sky shone moon and stan 
The air was redolent with sweet perfume 
Of orange groves and the pomegranate tree. 
Dark were the shadows cast in the valleys deep, 
While all the hills were bathed in mystic glare. 
Subdued, yet bright, and o'er the whole a haze 
Floated* yet scarce perceptible. 

Beneath an ancient olive stood a man, 

Within whose breast could Nature find 

No answering chord. All was disorder. 

Loudly she cried* "Oh, look and learn from me. 

Do light and darkness teach thee naught? 

Cans't thou not see from them 

The way wherein thou oughteat to walk* 

What is there in the shadows that allures? 

They who in darkness choose to live alway 

Are blinded to the light, and dwdl with bats 




And crawling reptiles which avoid the day. 

Behold yen peaks; the children of the light 

Strive upward to the summit, and the path they tread 

Grows ever brighter to the perfect day. 

But what divides the light from darkness? 

See how clear and sharp the shadows lay. 

One step, and gloom is past forever. 

Wilt thou not venture on the upward way?" 

Affected by the voice, the man replied: 

"O Natuie, in my childhood days I learned 

The lessons thou wouldn't teach. 

A reverend man from God's own Holy Book 

In ways of truth instructed me. 

And had I walked therein, 'twere well; 

But now, alasl though Reason cries with thee 

And warns me to escape the wrath to come. 

My wilt is evil, and my actual sin 

Arises like a mountain and obscures the view 

That most I wish to see — a path to heaven. 



O Nature, tell me, may I tread that path? 

Or must I ever in the darkness dwell? 

Is there no hope, suppose I scale the side 

Of this my dark prison-house and venture 

Into the light, will they not take me thence 

And hurl me back again into the dark, 

As God hurls fiends from the gates of heaven? 

The Ethiopian, can he change his skin? 

The tawny Leopard, can he change his spots? 

How then can I. whose resolutions fail. 

So change my nature that to walk in light 

My proper sphere becomes, and love to all 

Shall take the place of this accursed hate? 

Oh. tell me, can 1 never grow to good? 

These olive trees are good — they always were. 

The ripened fruit they bear from year to year 

From a pure source begins: 

But 1 am vile, and like the tree which bears 

Nothing but withered fruit, because 

Its root is evil, and for such 

No better fate than burning is in store. 

Oh, cruel, hard fate, and has it come to this? 

Am I forever lost, and doomed to endless woe. 

For breaking laws that Cod had made? 

Nature, thou canst not reply. 

Before this awful problem thou art dumb 

Why did He not make me good? 

Or. being made, why could He not have kept me 

In the paths of right and made me wulk 

In one predestined way? But now — O God, 

If God there be — ah! can there be? 

How strange, I never doubted this before. 

'Twas better far for me if there were not. 

Yet something tells me that there surely is; 

And 1 remember now what good men say. 

That He is merciful and will forgive. 

To Him I turn. Oh, answer* God in heaven. 

How can I walk the path of light 

And gain inheritance among the blest?" 



Naught but the gentle 

As it stirred the leaves 

Over the moonlit harbo 

But in that solemn hou 

And angels swiftly bor< 

That one was added to the chu 

How came the answer? None 



breeze replied, 
ind passed 
to the sea beyond; 
a soul awoke, 
the news to Heaven 
h below, 
in tell. 

But as the questioner turned to go 
The bells of some cathedral loudly pealed. 
And as they woke the echoes, seemed to say. 
"Yc must be born again! 
Ye must be born again I ' * 



Interlude 

The Sergeant Major ended thus his tale. 
And for a space deep silence did prevail 
Among the group of listeners round the blaze. 
The Color 5ergeant then his voice did raise. 
"The Sergeant Major's well-told tale," said he 
Reminds me of a soul's deep agony 
Which once I witnessed at the mercy seat. 
When a backslider, smarting o'er defeat 
In his soul's warfare, cried aloud to God 
To guide him back to paths he once had trod." 
Without the storm atill raged with fury unabated. 
As thus the veteran Local his story now related. 




The '^iit§ 

Color- ^PM 
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Sergeant's "-—--... „ ' .- ; . ■ 

Story .-I Hm k-iuL; - /'.,.•:,,. 

Christ, afar from Trim my fret have wandered; 
Tis dark and cold, and I have lost my way: 

Oh could I now but feel Thy P esence, once so real. 
As in the days when first I learned to pray; 
But o'er my heart some evil power is brooding. 
Transforming all Thy Spirit's fruit to ha'e. 
And though I vainly sigh, and wish that help was i 
The land Thou once dids't bless is desolate. 

1 listen for that voice so kind and tender 
Which once aroused me from a stale of sin. 

How sweet those bygone days, when all my life wo. |jriiu 
And all my ransomed nature pure within. 
But. oh, the bitter years of shame and anguish 
Since from my bouI Thy Spirit fled away. 
No place I find to rest, by day and niRlit oppressed 
With fiends foul that claim me as their prey 
Turn once again, and heal my soul's deep sorrow. 
Turn once again, and bright shall be my morrow. 
Bid me once more to fully tru9t in Thee, 
Drive away my doubts and fears, and give me liberty 
W, it light is this that pierces through the darkness? 
What stern command doth drive my foes away? 
The Shepherd, Christ, has come to bring the wanderer 

home 
And help him to regain the narrow way. 
With pitying glance He 9toop9 and gently whispers: 
"To you the withered years I will restore; 
Have mighty faith in Cod. tread now the path 1 trod. 
And gather to My bosom many more." 
Clory to Cod for all His pardoning mercies. 
Though doomed to die. the sentence I Ic reverses: 
Breaks at one blow, the shackles strong lb.lt hind. 
Bids me run the Heavenly race, and Satan leave behind 



Interlude 

The Color-Sergeant ended, and a kind of spell 

Upon the little group around the fireside fell: 

His solemn manner and his earnest words. 

Had Bet vibrating many tender chords 

Of memory and emotion in each listener's he 

Causing them all to feel they had a part 

To take in seeking souls astray 

And leading them to Christ, the Way 

The Truth, and Life, lest tempest tossed. 

They miss the Heavenly harhor and be lo*i 

A grey-haired Envoy was the first to break 

The silence, as these words he spake. 

"Your story. Comrade, to my memory brings, 

Amid a multitude of other things. 

The thought of one who from us now is gone 

To his reward in Heaven. Dear old John. 

A trophy of God's grace indeed was he 

Thut i* hi* story, u 'twas told to me 



Joh: 



Smith was a Salvation Soldier, though he h 

been long enrolled. 
When I first got to know his slorv, way back in the 

of old. 
One night he was plaj-ing poker, in a low down gam 

hell. 
When a Salvation lassie entered, with a bundle of "C 

to sell. 
John didn't take much notice, he was busy shufilin 

cards. 
Till all of a sudden he heard a scream-then up jump: 

and his pards 
"What's up." they cried; the cause was plain; a drui 

brute of a man 
Had put his arm around the lass— and then the 

"Let go that gal," roared burly John, and straight a 

the floor 
He rushed to aid the Army lass— the drunk fled thr 

the door. 
John started to follow after, but the lassie barred the 
"Oh please don't cause more trouble, please do 

she was heard to say 



wish it. I'll let the waste 
bunch of fives right int 



while John Smith - 
nner. lass, from , 



Said John. "Well, as you 
But I'd like to put tbi 
lump of dough, 
No man thai! insult a womar 

So though I'm a hard old 
naught to fear." 

"Cod bless you." replied the lassie, "1 respect yo 

what you say. 
But since you're a hardened sinner, for you I m | 

to pray." 
Then down in the bar-roam's sawdust, she knelt 

prayed aloud, 
And a strange, quiet hush fell on the men, as 

listened with all heads bowed. 

And that was the real beginning of John Smith's al 

life, 
For the earnest prayer of thot lassie pricked his consc 

like a knife. 
No more did the bar-room know hu 

For John got a clean new heart, and hope of a I leal 

prize. 
For long in the Army meetings, you'd see him be 

the drum. 
Ever ready to speak for Jesus and invite his old 

to come 
To the Fountain that's flowing ever, for the wai 

away of sin. 
Thank God lor the dear old Army, may it many 

victories win. 
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auld I now but feel Thy Presence, once so real, 
i the days when first 1 learned to pr.ny; 
o'er my heart aome evil power is brooding, 
storming all Thy Spirit'a fruit to hale, 
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oh, the bitter years of shame and anguish 
from my soul Thy Spirit fled nway, 
lace I find to rest, by day and nitwit oppressed 
fiends foul that claim me as their prey 
once again, and heal my soul's deep sorrow, 
once again, and bright shall be my morrow, 
ne once more to fully tru9t in Thcc, 
: away my doubts and fears, and give me liberty 

: light is this that pierces through the darkness? 
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ihepherd, Christ, haa come to bring the wanderer 
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help him to regain the narrow way. 

pitying glance He stoops and gently whispers; 
you the withered years i will restore: 
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gather to My bosom many more. 

to God for all His pardoning mercies, 
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John Smith was a Salvnl 
been long enrolled. 

When I first got to know 1 
of old. 

One night he was playing poker 
hell. 

When a Salvation lassie entered, 



ell. 



Soldier, though he hadn't 

lory, way back in the days 

?r. in a low down gambling 

ilh a bundle of "Cry* " 

nuch notice, he was busy shuffling ihe 

he heard a scream — then up jumped he 

is plain; a drunken 

and then the row 



John didn't take 

cards. 
Till all of a sudden 

and his pards 
"What's up." they cried: the causi 

brute of a man 
Had put his arm around the lai 

began. 

"Let go that gal." roared burly John, and straight aerofas 

the floor 
He rushed to aid the Army lass— the drunk fled through 

the door. 
John started to follow after, but the lassie barred the way, 
"Oh please don't cause more trouble, please don't," 

she was heard to say. 

Said John, "Well, as you wish it, I'll let the waster go, 
But I'd like to put this bunch of fives right into his 

lump of dough. 
No man ths.ll insult a woman while John Smiths standing 

near, 
So though I'm a hard old sinner, lass, from me you've 

naught to fear." 

"God bless you." replied the lassie. "1 respect you for 

what you say, 
But since you're a hardened sinner, for yot: I'm going 

to pray." 
Then down in the bar-room's sawdust, she knelt and 

prayed aloud. 
And a strange, quiet hush fell on the men, as they 

listened with all heads bowed. 

And that was the real beginning of John Smith's altered 

life 
For the earnest prayer of that lassie pricked hu conscience 

like a knife. , ,_, 

No more did the bar-room know him. except as a herald 

of "Crys," 
For John got a clean new heart, and hope of a Heavenly 

pjiie. 

For long in the Army meetings, you'd see him beating 

the drum. 
Ever ready to apeak lor Jesus and invite his old pals 

to come 
To the Fountain that's flowing ever, lor the washing 

•way of sin. 
Thank Cod for the dear old Army, may it many men 

victories win. 



Interlude 

The Junior Sergeant Major, a fallhM toiler she 
In shepherding God's little lambs and teaching the 

Obedient to the Shepherd's voice, next spoke with hca 

aglow 
"I tell a tale of Christmastide, of days not long ago 
When bar-moms cast their horrid blight 
O'er this fair land of ours, and made the plight 
Of many wives and mothers sad indeed to see. 
Thank God they've gone, and may there never be 
A going back to open bars, but may 
The people of thi3 country sweep liquor right away." 
A murmur of applause around the circle ran 
As the doughty woman warrior her story thus began. 



i!»' Junior beryeant-.Vlajor'.s Siorv 

I / ,<!lc C'/tiW St„il! /..-,.,/ '! h.-rr: 
Within a crowded bar-room, upon one Christmas Eve. 
A little lassie sought her dad, and begged of him to leave 
"Come home to me and mother, as once you used to do; 
For she's so tired and hungry, and sent me here for you." 

Within his brilliant mansion, that sell-same Christmas 

Eve. 
A wealthy man ol business, his guests stood to receive 
"Oh papa." cried his daughter, a little maid of ten, 
"I las Jesus been invited to meet these gentlemen?" 

'Twas in an Army meeting upon the New Year's Eve, 
And many souls were seeking God's pardon to receive. 
Thewealthyman and drunkard were kneeling side by side 
Led by a child to Jesus, that happy Christmastide. 



inieriuae 

For the Captain's tale there was now a call, 
And after a little interval 
In which waa padded around some cake 
And pies like mother used to make. 
And cups of tea and nuts and candy, 
And other things which tasted dandy, 
He of the red braid, a yarn thus told 
Which was voted best by young and old. 



1 he- Ca plain s .Story 

Thu.t-.hni ihr !\-,!,..,-!.,,, 

One Christmas Eve. some years ago 
As 1 was trudging through the snow 
On on errand of mercy bound; 
A piercing scream rang through the air, 
A woman's voice in deep despair 
Cried, "Help," — I turned around 
And mw a struggle taking place. 
A glimpse I caught of a young girl's face, 
As an auto's door swung to. 
"Help, help," again the cry rang out, 
I jumped a snowbank with a shout. 
Scarce knowing what to do. 
Yet sensing someone's peril grave, 
J felt impelled to try and save 
That B'rl bo young and fair. 
The car was moving as I sprang 
Upon the back, to grimly hang 
To the spare tire fastened there. 

'Twas a long, cold ride I had that night. 

But I meant to champion the cause of right 

So 1 stuck it to the last 

Though the biting cold rny body chilled. 

And my eyes and ears with snow were filled, 

By the fury of the blast. 

At length the car came to a atop 

Ahd off the back 1 quick did drop 

To be on hand to aid. 

The woods close by looked dark and drear, 

"Twas a lonesome spot, no help was near, 

I felt a hit afraid. 

The car door opened, two men came out. 

I heard one say. *"Tia hereabout, 

The spot the boas did choose." 

Away in the distance I saw the glare 

Of a big car's liffhto: I wu weJl aware 

I had no time to loan. 






^rmmm 



My plan of action 1 quickly made, 
A desperate game indeed, I played. 
But 1 was out to win 
Two well aimed snowballs in the < 
Took those two rascals by surprise. 
The car I then jumped in 
nt more I 



ber 



i the „ 
in th< 

the la 



ill away, 
many a day. 



ed to mar 

that night, 
me in sight 



That ride I'll 

I sure stepped o 

For close behind 

My pursuers cai 

My plan to save 

Full twenty miles . 

Till the glare of lb 

And I breathed a. fervent prayer 

That Cod would help me win that race. 

Then give me strength to boldly face 

The disconcerted pair. 

On, on. we rushed, the goal was near. 

I hoped the city streets were clear. 

To let me hurry Lh rough. 

Across the railway tracks I aped, 

I scarce could see ten feet ahead 

The snow so Fiercely blew. 

A roarf a crashl a piercing cryl 

The night express went thundering by. 

My foes had met their fate. 

For police headquarters straight 1 made 

And naked if they would send out aid, 

Perchance 'twere not Loo late. 

Then to the home of married friend. 

Where kindJy hands, the girl would tend 

1 quickly made my way. 

Upon the back scat, gagged and bound 

The little lassie there, we found. 

She in a stupor lay. 



Within the house she boo 


n came to. 


And feeling Baft mong fr 


ends so true. 


Uw sluiy suun wdB lold. 




From home, by villian base allured. 


She in a house was close 


mmured; 


It wiis the tale of old. 




I hey sought to smuggle 


her away. 


That Christmas Eve„ but 


she did pray 


f-or succor to be sent. 




I then related how I'd 1 


card 


1 ler cry for help, and ho* 


v it stirred 


My heart lo circumvent 




The schemes of wicked m 


n, and try 


My best to rescue her. oi 


die 


In duty'* nuble cause. 




Her grateful glance was 


my reward 



And fervently 1 thanked the Lord 

The speaker here did pause 

As round the room a tiller ran. 

The Envoy said. "Go on. young man, 

The tide is not complete." 

"It soon will be," the Captain said 

For three months hence. I'm going to wed 

That little lowic. sweet." 



Some Chri-'rnas carols, trwn the party sang. 

And loud with joyful strains the farmhouse rang. 

The hour grew laic, yet still the storm 

Raged fierce, and it was plain that morn 

Would come ere it was safe to venture forth 

Upon the prairie bleak, to travel north. 

Towards their destination; so the genial host 

Said, "Friends. 1 much regret you cannot reach your post. 

So here, this night, you fain must surely stay. 

And on the morrow you will go your way. 

Assured of my affection for your Army brave. 

Whose splendid work, in seeking souls to save. 

We've heard of with much pleasure here to-night. 

Making us feel, your cause is just and right.." 

"Let's have a word of prayer," the Captain said. 

Before we seek repose upon our bed.** 

All reverently knelt, while to the Father's Throne 

An earnest plea ascended for that home, 

And for the storm-bound party prisoned there* 

That God would have them all in His good care. 

And blessings pour upon them from above. 

Out of His treasure-house of boundless love. 

Thus Christ waa honored on His natal day. 

And hearts were bleated and cheered along the way. 
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lie comes in the nnibi: lie comes ln the iiiohl ' 1 l.o little red stockings he s.lemlv f,lU. 
I Ic solilv. silently f»i,, r s: T|1 | ,| lu M „ c l llTu . s wl |[ |,„|,j „„ mo ro: 

While the hnlc brown heads on the pillow* T |„. Ijrlu ,, ,|, Xds For the «,». snow bill 

so "hue -In. .,'iih-Hv scl down on llin lUr 

Are d.-cam.n K of buttles ,nr| drums ,-,„.„ s- % ., a,u,s ™,o„ ls lo the tuof like . 

I Ic ci.l« lhrot.e.1, llir snow hkc a ship ihro.„;h ,„„] 

"•= <'•'•>"■ And oiidc- lo his scat in the sleigh: 

\<j| i lit- sound til a bugle or drum is heard. 
As lie noiscli-sslv gallops away. 



Wl.ilc ll,«- ivhiu-.IU.ki-:, .iniuiitl him whirl; 
Who lolls him I know not. buuhc lindelh ih,- 



home 
Of each good In lie hoy and K iri 

I lis sli-il.il it is I""!!, and dorp, and wide; 

It will currv a host of ttunes. 
While dozens of drums ham: over the .side. 

Will] I he slicks slltkm" under 1 Ik: slriliifs 
And vet not the sonnd ol ,. drum Is heard. 

Not a buttle I.L.sl is blown. 
As he mounts In die cl.mincv-lop like a bird, 

And drops to the berth iikc a stone 



lair 



"P. 



eggy 



uhispeied An 



nop' 



I ie rides lo the East, and he rides to the West. 

1)1 his Hoodies he touches not one; 
1 !■■ eatelh the erumlw ol the Christmas (east 

When the dear little folks are done 
Did .-..ma Uaus duel It all linn he can: 

Tins beautiful mission is Ins: 
Thru, ehildren. he good to the little old man. 

When you find who the lilllc man is 

. )£a %£ ?•£. '£&• ?■& ft£ «£■ S£ Si 5£ «£ $£ "& ^ ^ 



doll 






"Dark." answered Peeov decidcdlv; "and I Mill h 
frock -I want it dreadlullv. because it wli malcii the c 
and cradle curtains You, s are while, so anv color will 
""-'- "Yes. but I like pink hot." 

•'Com" come, who's miking'" "aid mother from iho other room: "past r,in. 
child. en still awakc-i If it watn'l Christmas-cce 1 should he cross. I can tell you. 
The link- yirls laid down immediately. IVygy did iw ljo to sleep She ■ 
Christmas came. 

Tlien she saw thai >• doll all in vellow was in her ..-tor-kin,;, and one in 
pink in AnL'dn'f. .So she exchanged then, lint as she was yelling into 
bed again she knocked the pink doll again'1 the he-h,r„-l ; when she looked 
il hud a broken arm. Slio stuck it toe-ether, but it still showed 
a horrible crack. 

Then the said. "It is not my dolly after all " am! pill 
them in their right places again 

(Continual on paiic "■ . 
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DR. H. M. SPEECHL 

(1VR readers will find (hi, 
^ new beauties in our Wa\ 
God the Creator, and teach i 
'r cast into the ocen. : 
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JUST before 1 left Pilot Moun 
^ seas I supplied the "Farmer' 
last account of our Wild Howe, 
was more than seven years ago. a 
of the Editor of the "War Cry 
once more lo sketch a brief stoi 
our wild flowers. 

Settlers from Eastern Canat 
land. Scotland, or Wales often 
can equal those of the country t 
surprised to find that Sun-flowc; 
aelrnas daisies (purple aster) 
(gaillardia) are originally North 
many others. Is It not wonder 
Christmas-ride all next year's pli 
prairie and bush are lying froz 

Delicate and lovely as any ot 
Prairie Lily, the Tritliums, the Li 
Jewel-weed arc then frozen solid, 
and the: Orange Chalice, the 
Stars, the quaintly designed "J 
Blowing Gnome-caps are as cert 
Pussy Toes or the Violets. Short 
flowers, but therefore the more r 
the spring und summer months a 
of prairie and bush now in the da; 
ing snow. 

April to Mo 

Just two flowers will bloom it 
average length. The emblem 
Anemone patens, wrongly called 
purple Anemone throwing its Hot 
after the snow is gone. You look 
of the month as a rule. It grow: 
patches; grey, furry buds push 
grasses. No, it is not a bit like 
tiny buttercup, that we have in 
the buttercup of Eastern Canada 
are hidden in the faded yellow 
which only become green in May 
in damp places in the bush the M 
gold set in thick clumps of Ieav 
The swamp Colt's foot purple sc. 
ns early as the yellow Corydaiis 

All over the dry prairie pastui 
the hoary grey patches of the 
exquisite "pussytoe" flowers. 
Bird's foot violet and the Con 
welcome. The Yellow Puccon— 
cowblip! — throws up its bright oi 
and on rainy days shares iu3 seen 
nurd and thefalse Solomon's seal, t 
in a tiny way the Lily-of-the-vall. 
i9 a hardy garden perenninl in tl 
of Mtvy the bush is gloriously clot 
and drenched with odors from tl 
cherry, pin-cherry, dogwood, cr 
and so on into June. 

Glorious Jui 

Ah, me. those first days or , 
mosquito also, er — , blooms I £ 
the prairie and bush flush green 
of June and invest her with tin 
leafage to set off the wealth 
Ths Northern Bed-straw mingles 
puccoon and the wild strawber 
company the crimson trinity c 
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| The Spirit 



Christmas now. I suppo: 
forward to it?" 

"How pretty the shops look, r* 
you wish you had n pocket full 

"But even money will not b 
Smith, although I admit it is V 
the wherewithal to buy Christmt 
ones." 

"You cannot do much without 
especially at Christmas-time, \vh 
more for the special fare." 

"Yea. Mrn. Cummins, I quite 
what I wish most of all, for my t 
League, is that they shall catch tl 
in their hearts." 

"You see," continued Mra. B 
Christmas claims our attcntio 
away from the fact. Despise it 
may, yet every returning Christ 
old-time customs, brings to out 
thai — 
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L"* morrow is cast into ihe oocn. slmll He not much 



TUST before 1 left Pilot M™ 
J seas I supplied the "Farmc 
last account of our Wild Row 
was more than seven years ago, 
of the Editor of I he "War Cry.' 



in 1916. to go over- 
Advocate" with my 
of the West. That 
"1 now, at the request 
1 have uml, 



ioihe yon, ye of little faith." 

Averts, 



once more to sketch u brief story of some at least of 
our wild flowers. 

Settlers from Eastern Canada, old England, Ire- 
land. Scotland, or Wales often think that no flowers 
can equal those of the country of their birth, and are 
surprised to find lliat Sunflowers, Golden-rod, Mich- 
aelmas daisies (purple aster) and Blanket flowers 
<gaillardia) are originally North American, as well as 
many others. Is it not wonderful to think that by 
Cbri5tmag-tide all next year's plants or seeds, of both 
prairie and bush are lying frozen? 

Delicate and lovely as any other kind of plant the 
Prairie Lily, the Trilliums. the Lady's Slipper, and the 
Jewel-weed are then frozen solid, but lo! spring corner 
and the Orange Chalice, the Tliree-petallcd White 



the quaintl. 
flowing Gnome-caps 
Pussy Toes or the Violets, 
flowers, but therefore the 
the spring and 



Moccasins.' 
certuil 



nd the 
ill. 



. Let lis scan 
11 the beauties 
of prairie and bush now in the days of frost and mantl- 
ing snow. 

April to May 

Just two flowers will bloom in April if winter is of 
average length. The emblem of Manitoba is the 
Anemone patens, wrongly called crocus. It is a pale 
purple Anemone throwing its flower before its leaves, 
after the snow is gone. You look for it in the last half 
of the month as a rule. It grows in an ahundance of 
patches; grey, furry buds push through the yellow 
grasses. No. it is not a bit like a crocus. Nor is the 
tiny buttercup, that we have in the West, like even 
the buttercup of Eastern Canada: its tiny yellow stars 
arc hidden in the faded yellow grasses of last year 
which only become green in May. Then you will find 
in damp places in the bush the Marshmallow's glorious 
gold set in thick clumps of leaves, fleshy and green. 
The swamp Colt's foot purple scented flowers a*"*; not 
as early as the yeilow Corydaiis. 

All over the dry prairie pastures in May you arch 
the hoary grey patches of the early Everlasting's 
exquisite "pussyloe" flowers. For blues both the 
Bird's foot violet nnd the Common blue urc very 
welcome. The Yellow Puccon— please don't call it a 
cowslip I — throws up its bright orange head of hloom, 
and on rainy days shares its scent with the wild spike- 
nard and the false Solomon's seal, both plants suggesting 
in a tiny way the Lily-of-the-valley which, by tbe way, 
is a hardy garden perennial in the West. At the end 
of May the bush is gloriously clothed with virgin white 
and drenched with odors from the wild plum, choke- 
cherry, pin-cherry, dogwood, cranberry and willows 
and so on into June. 

Glorious June 

Ah, me, those first days of June, just before the 
mosquito nlso, or — , bloomsl Swiftly in Mny both 
the prairie and bush flush green to herald the entry 
of June and invest her with that wonderful robe of 
leafage to set off the wealth of glorious flowers. 
Tho Northern Bed-strnw mingles white with the yellow 
puccoon and the wild strawberry. Chickwecds oc- 
company the crimson trinity of the three-flowered 



Over the Columbine's daintiness tower the 
feathery, cloudy blooms of the stately Meadow Rue. 
Three kinds of Trillium (wake-robin) charm the 
unaccustomed eye with their purity of white petals 
three. Can you say whether you like the white or the 
yellow wood violet the hest? Ai.imnnes, old friends, 
are as elusive as ever to pick. With tic familiar Yarrow 
springs the Yellow Wild Pa.sniy, (zL:a). Mushrooms 
and Morels may be found n )W in pasture or poplar 
giovo, A purple and awhitc daisy of the"erigeron" type 
arc common all over the open prairie, fn dry places 
find the Alum-root's quaint green-hooded (lower with 



ilipper or Moccasin flower and two smaller yellow 
rejoice the flower lovers. 

By pond and stream you spy the Water Crowfoot 
and the Arrow-head in company with the pink Pcrsi- 
cary, which horses like to eat. Gaillardias on sandy 
banks. Sunflowers everywhere. Evening Primroses 
equally common. Hawk-weed, Catch-flys, the Willow- 
herb or Fire-weed, and Wild Roses— these, everyone 

But the bulb-rooted Prairie Lily. Wild Onion 
d. the waxy petalled Zygadene. all thrae 

to the new-comer, and so arc the Prairie 

white and crimson which look like the Old 
"hents." The splendid purple masses of 
Bergamot are found in districts not favored by the 
Painted Cup Milkweeds, beloved of monarch butter- 
flies. Prairie Mallows and Wild Mint. Potcntillas. 
yellow and white, the Column flower in lemon yellow, 
and the purple Cone flower cannot be omitted as July 
bloomers any more than tht lovely little Winter- 
greens and the Twin flower, named after Linnaeus. 
And what shall I say of Lupins. Wild Lettuce, the 
Samphire. Loosestrife, the Dragon-head and the 
pale-blue Skull-cap? I have no space. 

August — The Composite Month 
Like the Yellow Aster, the Yellow Gum-weed 
adorns dry spots: both Blazing Star and Shooting 




A splendid specimen of the Twin Flower, which bloc 
the great Swedish botanist Linnaeus, its i 

red anthers, and the Molilot. both white and yellow. 
The Pen family swarms in bush and prairie, and 
amongst the weeds you get too much of French weed. 
Tumble-weed, Shepherd's purse, and Mustard. 

To new-comers the Painted Cup charms with 
crimson mnsses of color. Two-star grasses, the yellow 
and the blue, are short-lived beauties lasting but a day. 
Pale mauve pentstemons have a cool, graceful presence 
in unexpected spots. The Honey-suckle is a disappoint- 
ing creeper to those accustomed to the luxuriant types 
of Great Britain. Where damp dclla in the bush en- 
courage rotting vegetation, there you find the curious 
Indian Pipe, all white except for yellow stamens, a 
parasite plant of the IleuLii family, most odd and 
unexpected. Also in wet places, the lovely pink Lady's 



in July. This plan 
ni'sfic name being Li\ 



Photo by WiglcV 
; the only one named after 
reus Barcalis. 



Star (Liatris) are brilliant crimson purple splashes: 
Golden-rods, both tall and dwarf, gleam at every turn 
of the trail: Purple Asters are in their glory. Sneeze 
weeds vex the cow's nosea. Bulrushes, or Cat-taila, 
as they are often called, majestically rule the marshy 
places; where the Jewel-weed too hangs its orange- 
tawny pitchers. Gentians, not so glorious a blue ao 
the Swiss, both bottle and fringed, are fairly common. 
In ditches the purple Obedient plant invites you to 
pluck it for the vase, and not far away will be masses 
of the Joe Pye-weed or Boneset (Eupatorium). 
Space forbids even this incomplete talc of our lovely 
Western flowerb — so. readers, forgive the bold abrupt- 
ness of the ending of this friendly chac. with the good 
wishes of the writer. God rest you and His flowcra I 



A Conversation al a ^ 

Home League Meeting g 



The Spirit of Christmas 



"T X /"ELL, friends, it only wnnts a few days to 
» » Christmas now. I suppose we arc all looking 
forward to it?" 

"How pretty the shops look. Mrs Brown^ it makes 
you wish you hnd a pocket full of money. _ 

"But even money will not buy everything. Mrs. 
Smith, although I admit it is very pleasant to have 
rhc wherewithal to buy Christmas gifts for i 



loved 



"You cannot do much without money, Mrs. Brown, 
especially at ChristmaB-timc, when we seem to need 
more for the opecinl fare." 

"Yes, Mrs. Cummins, I quite understand you; but 
what I wish most of all, for my mothers of the Home 
Lengue. is that they shall catch the spirit of Christmas 
in their hearts." ., . , 

"You sec," continued Mrs. Brown, the spirit of 
Christmas claims our attention. We cannot get 
awny from the fact. DeHpisc it or ignore it, as we 
may, yet every returning Christmaotidc, with all its 
old-time customs, brings to our mind very vividly 
that — 



ty F stood a lowly cattle 
n a manger for 
Christ her little 



Once in Royal David'; 

shed; 
Where a mother laid her baby, 

His bed. 
Mary was that Mother mild, Jesu 

Child." 

"How strance it would be if there was no Christmas, 
Mrs. Brown!" 

"It would indeed. Mrs. Smith, for it is as welcome 
in the cottage as it is in the palace. And isn't it 
wonderful that it all came about through the birth 
of a little Babe? Every calendar recalls it, every 
newspaper we open reminds us of it. A man inuy be 
only reading the sporting news, but he cannot get 
away from knowing tbat this is Anno Domini, the 
year or our Lord, 1923, when oil those centuries ago 
the Son of God was bom in Bethlehem of Judca." 

"1 never thought of it in that way, Mrs. Brown. 
What ? standing rebuke it is to those who don't believe 
in Jesus Christ, and yet constantly date their letters 
and business documents from the time of His birthl" 



"It is indeed, Mrs. Smith; and because of this is it 
too much to say that the spirit of Christmas claims 
our hearts? God gave His all for us in the gift of 
His Son; what have we given Him in return? The 
little Baby began by conquering a mother's heart." 

"It is also n time of peace as well as of goodwill. 
Old grudges are buried: wrongs are forgiven; slights 
are forgotten, and the Christmas gift is the harbinger 
of the good which heals the ioie feelings and broken 
hearts — all symbolic of that greater gift when Cod 
so loved that He gave " 

"I think Christmas is a very blessed time, Mrs. 
Brown, because it teaches us to be unselfish, and' to 
offer that which costs us something." 

"You nre right, Mrs. Jenkins; it is so. You know 
what our Master Himself said, "It is more blessed to 
give than to rcceivejjj I do not often ask you mothers 
for a collection but to-day I want you to do your 
very best, so that we may send a gift from our Home 
League for the Christmas Dinners to the poor," 
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fffHE Star that 


lit the Christ- 


child". 


^ Shines 


on us 


once- again; 




While angc 


voice 


s call to earth 




"Peace. 

y— — ■ ■ — — 


peace 


good-will toward men". 
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Story of Met Mel, a Utile Chinese Girl who was Rescued by the Salvation 
rom Terrible Surroundings and is now being cared for in our Childrens' Home 

«S> By "VIM" A «& 
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OHE WAS a dirty little urchin when she came to us. 
*^| It wag springtime, and her padded garments had 
^^^ never been taken off uince she had put them on 
last autumn. Cosy and warm they were, for they 
were made of Chinese calico, with double layers of 
cotton batting between, quilted together like an old- 
fashioned comforter; then aide pieces were cut out 
under the arms and fasteners put on the front, and lo, 
a coat. Trousers made of similar materials were 
tied round the waist with a string. Not comfortable 
to our way of thinking, but certainly warm, and saving 
so much trouble. Mothers of Canada, would not the 
prospect of six months' emancipation from the weekly 
wash bring some cheer to your hearts? 



I said, "you will soon be happy here. Come and see 
the other children." But the fear remained, and the 
little child would not move. I finally got her to the 
bedroom, and as carefully and gently as I could, re- 
moved the garments and prepared the warm water 
for the bath. But ut the sight of the water the shrieks 
that were uttered brought people from all directions, 
and, although my word as the '"foreigner" in charge 
was law, yet, I thought 1 could detect a lurking sym- 
pathy for the child's feelings in the eyes of one or two 
01 ti»t? older employees of the Home. After all, why 
did foreigners carry their ideas of cleanliness so far? 
The face and hands should be clean, yes, but why 



Children in ike Army's Home at Chengtmg-Fu, China 
itllte girl mentioned in the story, is , 



with Adjutant and Mrs. Beckett and staff. 
sen an the extreme right of the front row 



allco 
:c of 



But she was dirty — and ragged too. The 
had worn out at the knees and elbows, and so 
the batting was sticking out, and she had never worn 
b, bib or used a table napkin at any of her meals. 
Nor was that all. When the clothes are not removed 
for six months, and no underclothing is worn, you can 
imagine the state of her little body. I do not need to 

wag dirty* Her hair was matted, Now nice Chinese 
girls, even the poorer ones, do their hair at least twice 
a week, and some, even, do it every day, and they use 
water in which the resinous bark of a tree has been 
eoaked, it is glossy and stiff, and does not get untidy 
ob easily as our softer hair does. It is tied tightly 
with silk at the base of the skull, the silk twisted not 
once but many times around the hair, and as often 
multi-colored silks are used, a very pretty effect is 
obtained. Then follows a long thick braid which 
again is tied with another silk string. But her's was 
not like that- It had been combed when the new 
winter suit had been put on. but since then mother 
had died, and big sister, now nearly 14 years old, did 
not want to bother much with such a little thing: 
so it had not had much attention, and had fallen into 
the condition hair, under such circumstances, might 
be expected to fall. 

Butt sorry little spectacle as she was externally, 
it was the fear in her eyes that touched my heart. 
Deep brown eyes set in a round baby face ought not 
to have known such fear as they expressed when I 
aaw them. Everything frightened her. Since Mother 
had gone. Father had many times returned home the 
worse for drink, and Big Sister told me with hushed 
breath that he had beaten Mei Mei (Little Sister) 
once until she was dead (unconscious) for thr 
She waa five years old when she crime to us. i 
had seared her very soul 
me, but clung to her si: 
that she wanted to go home. Th 
for Father, at New Year, had gambled 



the body, which i 



, anyway, every- 



perspiring more 

a summer by the time 

al. Mei Mei's Lungs, 

nd the length of time 

nly out-classed by the 



She 



days, 
me to us, and fear 
uld not come near 
d pttcously crying 
no home, 
y the poor 
little shack which had answered to that name, and the 
two girls*— always a burden until they were old enough 
to go to the mothers-in-law selected for them — had been 
given to the Army. Big Sister herself did not lrmk 
very prepossessing. She was nearly as dirty, und 
quite ao ragged aa Mei Mei, and although there was 
no fear in her faee there was gross ignorance. Eyes, 
not large even, if kept wide open, were no more than 
slits in her face, a flattened nose, and thick lips drawn 
all out of ohape by four or five years' sucking at her 
mother's breasts, (mothers in China nurae their babies 
for several years, partly, I believe, as a matter of 
economy. In the villages, among the ignorant country 
folk, to forcibly wean a baby is unknown) crowned 
with a mop of tousled hair: no, one could not call her 
attractive. But ohe held Mei Mei's hand tight and 
mineled her sobo with the little one's> "Come, dears/' 



It was spring time, but I 
freely than on the hottest day ir 
I had finished the trying orde 
at any rate, were quite healthy, i 
she could hold her breath < 

noise of the scream that followed. Matters were not 
helped, either, by the fact that Big Sister's difficulties 
began also; for the long bandages so tightly woven 
around the poor pinched feet (Mei Mei's feet had not 
been hound as she had only juBt reached the age at 
which little girls in China suffer this treatment) had 
to be carefully removed, and, which proved the last 
straw, the pretty pointed shoes had to be exchanged 
for round-toed ones. But my reward came. Washed, 
dressed in clean clothes, albeit of ordinary blue calico, 
what different looking children they werel Their 
neatly braided, jet-black hair shone in the light, but 
Mei Mei's big brown eyes were still fearful, and her 
little chest heaved with reminiscent sobs. It would 
take more than one day in the happy Children's Home 
to change that espression, and dry up that fountain 
of tears. A good supper helps quite a bit, though, 
when one has often gone to bed hungry, and a good 
night's reEt under the same padded quilt as Big Sister 
gives quite a different outlook to things. 
Ruls« MuBt Be Obeyed 

Next morning, and for several mornings after, 
ablutions were somewhat of a trial to — can you believe 
it? — Big Sister, as well as Mei Mei, but rules arc rules, 
and it began to dawn on their unenlightened minds 
that, though foreigners did not fly into rages, and hit 
promiscuously any and every r.hild that crossed their 
path, broken rules brought trouble in their train. 

But it was joy to watch the fear go. For many 
days Mei Mei would not come near to me. but would 
clutch Sister's hand and hide behind her if she saw me 
coming. One warm, sunny day. however, I met her 
alone, and drawing her to me, 1 said, "Do you know 
that ^ I love you?" She did not answer, but her little 
hand stole into mine. and we were friends. 

Friends do not need words to tell of friendship. It 
springs spontaneously from the heart, and needs no 
explanation from the lips. A realization of love was 
dawning, and fear was fading. 

With the dawning of love came the quickening 
ofintclligcnce. Big bister had fourteen years of mem- 
ories to live down, nnd fourteen years of indolent and 
slothful habits, too, and she found atudy of any kind 
very difficult. But Mei Mei was only five, and ready 
to accumulate knowledge of all kinds. As the baby 
of the Home she often came in for a little cstra at- 
tention, and it was on one occasion, when I had taken 
her on one side for a little treat of story-telling, that 
I began the talc of Christmas. 

Can you believe that thousands, no millions of 




people do not know what Christmas is? It came to 
me as a shock when I spoke to her of the birthday of 

Jesus?". But once told she did not find it hard to 
believe this story. Indeed, it is easier to understand 
in the Orient th-"-:. in the Occident. Of course Jesus' 
father and mother stayed in the stable. So would 
travellers in Ch'na. The buildings of a Chinese inn 
lie on four bides, opposite each other, and leaving a 
square courtyard in the centre. The rooms facing 
south have the best situation, and so provide the first 
class accommodation. Those facing east and west 
would be more suitable for poorer travellers, but those 
on Lhe north arc sunless and low built, and so provide 
the necessary shelter for the mule or donkey or horse 
of the visitor. 

Matter For Great Rejoicing 

The shepherds; though strangers to His parents, 
could go and see Jesus, and not l<e turned away as 
impertinent intruders, because a newiy-born babe — 
and a son, at that — i3 a matter for great rejoicing, und 
everyone can come and offer congratulations until the 
babe is three days old, when he must go into seclusion 
with his mother for a month. 

And of course, the wise men would bring Him 
presents. Could one visit a new baby in China with- 
out either some money or material that would be of 

Mei Mei was nevei lired of this story* and would 
tell it with many variations to the other children, and 
great was her glee when I told her that the day was 
soon coming when we should have a holiday because 
it was His birthday. They all knew what a holiday 
was. Memories of New Year celebrations at home 
when for days beforehand they had been preparing 
food, making clothes, etc . were still fresh in their 
minds, but, except for the fact that they could eat till 
they were full, nnd could wear for one or two days, 
smart clothes, which were most likely hired from the 
nearest pawnshop and had to be returned before the 
price (by the day) mounted too high, the amusement 
was all for the grown-ups who gambled with dice and 
dominoes far into each night, only stopping for further 
supplies of delicious meat dumplings, or steaming 
bowls of Chinese macaroni stewed in appetising meal 
and vegetable soup. A children'o holiday was quite 
a different thing. 

Making Christmas Presents 

It was the first Christmas that the Home had been 
in existence, and we determined to make it as enjoyable 
as possible. But it was not easy. Do not picture us 
going out to Chinese equivalents of T. Eaton & Co.. 
or the Hudson Bay Stores, and having our purchases 
nent home by cnr. There was no store bigger than a 
shack in our town, and a toy shop was unheard of 
The ohops either sell tea or grain, or vegetables or 
cloth — meat and other commodities are ifold from 

sources. [ cut up a couple of old coats, and padding 
and lining the pieces, made each child a muff; we sent 
to the city for a small doll each, and from my useful 
rag bag eame material enough to give each child a 
piece large enough to exercise her ingenuity in dressing 
it. The magistrate of the town, at our request, 
donated a notebook and pencil, and there was an 
Army Song book and a New Testament besides. Each 
gift wrapped separately in a different colored paper 
made a goodly show, and I think I looked forward to 
Christmas as much as they did. After they had 
retired on Christmas Eve we worked hard. The 
Christmas tree, branches of evergreen, paper decora- 
tions, etc, which had given us so much difficulty to 
collect and hide away, were all brought out. The 
tree looked brilliant with ita many colors, and when 
the basins had been filled with candies, dried fruits, 
peanuts, and great big Chinese pears (which taste to 
me like turnips, but of whieh the children were very 
fond) we felt quite proud of ourselves, and went to 
bed happily tired, with pleasant anticipations of the 
cmmiciia delight on the morrow. ^ And we were ne-i 
disappointed, even although their delight showed 
itself at first in breathlessness. Mei Mei snuggled 
up to me, and once again slipping her little hand in 
mine, she said, "Did Jesus come Himself and do it? 
I do love Him". This time it was I who did not 
answer, but Big Sister, with her newly acquired su- 
perior wisdom, came and explained that we had done 
it all. But Mei Mei. baby though she was. had 
delved deeper, for she said. "Then He made them do 
it for His Birthday, and ! love Him anyway." 

The work was done. A humble instrument, used 
by God. had taught her the "love which coateth out 
all fear", and Mei Mei, happy little Mei Mei, has 
forgotten what it was to be frightened, for she hae 
implicit trust in "Him, who made them do it." 



PINK AND YELLOW 

(Continued j ram page 14) 

When she awoke she found Angela nursing a 
yellow dolly and the pink one in her own stocking 
She nearly cried with horror at the flight. 

"Oil Peggy," Angela said, "I put the doll that had 
the pink frock imo the yellow frock; so I have her and 
you have the one you want. Aren't you pleased, 
Peggy?" she said. 

But now Peggy was crying for shame. How 
different washer sister's spirit! How like the SaviourV! 

"Don't cry,*' said Angela, "it is Christmas; I will 
give you all my pink clothes to match it. I am having 
the yellow doll, and her name ie Buttercup, and I will 
^oon make her arm well again." 
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A Christmas Letter from Cow 
Town, Thirty Years Ago 



*| By ENVOY HAWLEY, Calgary. i 



DEARJimmie: 
1 guess you 
think I'm 
never going to 
wri te. but you 
see, the post office 
is only 35 miles 
away, and then 
there are as many 
as several things 
to do around a 
ranch every day. 
If I wasanlndian. 
my squaw would 
fall for the work, 
while 1 would fall for the rocking chair — but there 
you are. 

I must tell you a little about this great country, 
and how I got along. When I landed at Calgary, 
three years ago, I got a job of haying at Sheep Creek, 
to cam my first money. I walked most of the way 
out from Calgary, carrying my bedding on my back, 
but got to the hay camp in good time for a supper of 
cold Bait pork, sour bread and hunger sauce. Don't 
stick up your nose; it tasted fine. After the haying 
job, 1 was busy for the winter getting out fence rails 
from the foothills, and in the spring leased a likely 
piece of ranch land, and that summer 1 put up a good 
bunch of wild hsy and had saved enough money to buy 
two range horses and some cattle for a start. Say, 
I wish I could tell about the pickle breaking those 
horses— bronchos, they call them. At my first try, 
I was off just 10 minutes before I got on — that's how 
sudden it was. Say, I landed with all four feet in the 
air, which was all the feet I had. However, I broke 
them before they broke me. 

Then 1 began to build a little log house, with sod 
roof, and just as it was finished Maggie and our three 
snappers arrived from the effete East. She is 20x24 
feet — not Maggie, the house — whieh is big out here; 
and there's a cellar 6 feet square. It has two rooms, 
kitchen and bedn 
Queen Anne furniture, 
uminum, nnd — and — ri 
cook in cast iron pots i 
on boxes, and sleep c 
marsh hay. while hors 
from the cruel draughts 
picture. 

We had a cold snap in November, with the ther- 
mometer 30 below, so everybody hugged the stove. 
One night when the oven door was open the cat decided 
to take an orchestra seat, so she sniffed and went in. 
You never saw a cat act in such a "candnlou* hurry 
in your life; it was like when I was a kid and had the 
nightmare, and the bogie man chased me 1000 miles 



both daintily fitted out with 
and a full set of kitchen al~ 
_, that's a dream — as a fact we 
nd frying pans, cat off slabs, sit 
n popple longer 9 padded with 
blankets shield our fair forms 
of winter. Just get the 



in 



5 minutes, but I woke up just in time. 
It's all very well to be funny but the 



re are real 
Indians around" here* and plenty'of them. They are 
much better since the Rebellion, 6 years ago, but they 
still "borrow" your stock in the night, or playfully 
h start a prairie-fire to cause a stampede, I wish I 
could tell you more about them. It's a story of 
whiskey and white men's vices. The Mounted Police 
got things well in hand, but in 1879 the buffalo dis- 
appeared, and that meant starvation for the poor red 
man. Treaties were then made, but the treaty money 
was barely enough to keep them from starving. They 
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were badly used by government agents, and when the 
RnilwAy came they became sullen at the usurping 
white men. and then csme the Rebellion. That was 
in 1385, but now things are going better. 

The Indians turn a penny by hauling in toads of 
bleached buffalo bones, which are piled like eordwood 
at the station till shipped to the sugar refineries. Up 
to three years ago they wore nothing but Hudson 
Bay blankets. They got their horses originally from 
the Spsniards in Mexico, and seldom use a saddle or 
bridle, riding bareback, and guiding the horse by a 
piece of raw-hide around its lower jaw. 

I must tell you something funny* They have a 
legend about women; how the "Old Man" made some 
women; but the first specimens were not satisfactory, 
as their mouths opened vertically, so he closed them 
.up and cut them the other way. Another legend is 
that the "Old Man" took them hunting, and, seeing 
some strange animals, he told them to go out and 
capture one each, but they were afraid; so he went out 
and caught one and, giving it to a man. said: "This is 
a woman, and is to be a wife for you." So they all 
went out and each caught a wife. Say. Jimmie, 
wasn't it a blessing there was a limit to the catch I 
And then if you had to kiss those rosy lips at an angle 
of 90 degrees. 

But I must hurry and tell you a little about Christ- 
mas and something else. At Christmas the first year 
here, we wished the bronchos and the range cattle 
many happy returns of the day, and banquet ted on 
salt pork, boiled beans, jam and treacle tarts; but 
plain living banishes dyEpepsia, so that was all right. 
Last year we shot some prairie chickens that were 
celebrating Christmas Eve right on our sod roof. 
But this Christmas has been different, for we spent it 
in Calgary, with The Salvation Army. There now. 
don't take a fit, for we had a regular good time. And 
right here I want to tell you about The Army. They 
opened up here about four years ago. The present 
officers are Captain Kate Scott and Lieut. M. J. 
Kadey. and the ones before them were Captain Lottie 
Lowry, and Lieut. Emma Gooding. I tell you The 
Army haB been a blessing to Cow Town. "TTiere was 
no place to go, and nothing to do but work, eat, and 
sleep, so when The Army opened fire everybody just 
headed for the hall, sang their heads off, and heard how 
they could improve their careless, sinful lives. I 
believe you would like the meetings. There's a march 
around the town, and by the time they get in, there 
are 500 or 600 there, and if you ever heard a big noise, 
that's when they get singing 4 When testimony time 
comes, one after another of the soldiers gets up — it 
takes sand to be a soldier in Cow Town, One fellow 
called Ted — his name is Teddy Frost — always makes 
a big hit. They say before he was converted he was 
the champion rowdy here, and the biggest scrapper 
on the Calgary & Edmonton Railway gang. But say, 
he can talk, in fact the Captain usually has to wheel 
him round into his seat, and ask him to save some for 
the next happy meeting; so he sit3 down; shouts 
"Hallelujah,' and everybody smiles. But it means 
a whole lot when that kind of fellow, and the officers 
too, give you such good advice, and plead with you 
so pointedly. I want to tell you it got me, and one 
Sunday 1 went out and got saved, and Maggie came 
out too, and believe me everything is different. I 
wish we were living nearer, so we could get to meetings 
oftener, but for the present we'll just have to let our 



light shine at. 
Sheep Creek. We 
can wear our 
Maple Leaf Bad- 
ges, if nothing 
else. 

The soldiers are 
a mixed crowd, 
dressed every 
whieh way — in 
working clothes, 
cowboy rigs, and 
all the rest, but at 
heart they are the 
real thing, and you 
take right to them. Here are some of the names: Mat 
Reid, a sailor, Horace Meyers, Teddy Frost, Bob Bar- 
ker, Dan Sutherland (Triangle Dan). T. K. Fullerton. 
(he's the Sergeant-Major), Herb Martin, Charley 
Jackson, Mother Hornet and daughter, Mrs. Lewis, 
Mrs. Webb, Mr. Ac Mrs. Singleton, George Seabury, 
Hiram Jackson, Dad Smith, George Dickson, Harry 
Skelton, (Treasurer), Bob Ross, Jim Adams, Alr\ fii 
Walter Brtggs, George Irish, and more T don't know. 
Triangle Dan gets off original songs at about every 
meeting. He can beat the drum and play the triangle to- 
gether, but hesimplyean'tsteptothebeat; it's funny on 
the march, Harry Skelton keeps a grocery store but will 
not handle tobacco: how's that for consistency! There 
isn't any Sunday School yet, but there's a Band. I 
must hurry or this letter will be a book in about 15 
minutes. 1 could bind it in sheepskin or half-calf 
at that, for you know we have quite a nice bunch of 
stock now. 

This place is growing fast. There are about 
3,000 people here, and still crowding in. Women are 
few and far between* and it looks to me that the "Old 
Man" should put on another hunt. It's a big sight 
when the Indians go into Calgary for their Treaty 
money. They camp in hundreds on the flats, the men 
decked out in bright colored blankets, the squaws 
with gaudy shawls and colored handkerchiefs. The 
squaws peep right into the house windows by the hour, 
to see how the white people live and what they do. 

Prices are coming down now, but it was only a few 
years ago when flour was $25.00 a hundred, sugar and 
salt $1.00 a pound. A small cook-stove and pipe coat 
$100.00. $1 .00 was the smallest change in circulation. 
But those were the days when supplies had to be 
brought In Red River carts from Brandon and Regina, 
or from Fort Benton, south in Montana. These 
carts carried 1,000 pounds each, and travelled in 
caravans, for protection against the Indians. At 
night the horses were coralled inside the circle of carts 
for safety. Lively, wasn't itl Red River carts ore 
still used for freighting from Calgary to Edmonton, 
but when the railway is finished they will not be 
wanted. 

But &ay, Jimmie, here's good night. I could 
chatter till daylight. Hope you had a Merry Christ- 
mas. This is New Year's Eve, and little 1892 will be 
bom before morning. I hope the little rascal will have 
a good time of it. Wish you could come out here. 
This is the country for red-blooded people. It's been 
hard for me to do better than ramble in this letter, but 
how can you say everything at once? Love and sxx 
to all back cast. 

Your old friend, 

Johnny Jones, 



DARBY AND JOAN 

It was surely the moat pathetic sight 
in all the world. Down the road they 
came — Darby and Joan — he, bent and 
trembling, she, silver haired and fearful. 
Their wrinkled old faces were furrowed 
with age, for their allotted Bpan of life 
was already gone by. 

Arm in arm the aged cuuple tottered 
on. More than one pitying glance wob 
given them by the several passers by. 
More than one stopped to look with 
questioning gaze at this picture of poverty. 

Tears trickled furtively down the 
cheeks of the old couple as they stumbled 



along. Evidently, they were in dire dis- 
tress. And who was there to help? 

Champion of the young, provider of 
the poor, the strong arm on which the 
aged might lean, The Salvation Army 
happened along that crucial moment. 
"Oh I" said the pedestrians. "Here's the 
Army. Good old Army I They will look 
after these poor old folks," 

Taking the old people under his wing, 
the Officer, who had made his timely 
appearance on the scene* bade them 
accompany him into his office where 
their talc of woe wbb soon unfolded. 
Migrating out from their old home town 
back East, some year9 before, they had 
found, instead of golden prosperity ahead, 



nothing but the cold of the severe Western 
winter facing them. 

Though the old man had earned a 

Erecarious living, there came a time when 
is services were no longer required. 
The West was a young man's country, 
and the chances for aged folk, unless 
they had a nest egg by them, were small 

Their one aim and object now was to 
get back to their native town where they 
had friends who would look after them, 
and where they might die in comfort. 
Could their fares be found them; could 
their hopes be realized? These were the 
questions put to the Officer with an 
eagerness and anxiety which was touching. 



The Officer did more. He saw the old 
couple safely sheltered within the walls 
of his own quarters, he replaced their 
ragged garments with substantial second- 
hand clothing, fed them at his own table, 
until the relations of the old couple could 
be communicated with. This, fortun- 
ately, he was able to do. 

Supplied with a generous lunch made 
up by the Officer's wife. Darby and Joan 
were seen off on the train, their wrinkled 
old faces beaming their gratitude. Once 
again tears courted down their furrowed 
cheeks — this time, however, they were 
tears of joy. 
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I Christmas Visions I 



By Sister Mrs. Lydall 
Edmonton 



"T TGHl What a night!" Mrs Brown rose and drew 
^ Lhe heavy curtains across the door to more 
securely shut out the biting wind; then talking quietly 
to herself, she sank into the comfortable depths of a 
luxurious armchair. "Dear mcl Only a fortnight to 
Christmas. Let me sec — yes. we must ask the Jones's 
and Milly Bent and Grace King. The Jones's are sure 
to oak us back again for the New Year, and Milly and 
Grace always make me such a nice present. Then 
there is Mrs. Carter and John. I mustn't leave them 
out; and Sadie will come with the children. I think 
that will be enough for Christmas day. I'll have 
turkey and cranberry sauce; plum-pudding and mince 
pie; cherry trifle and apricots and cream. 1 must not 
forget to order dessert figs and dates, and — ." How 
drow9y she felt. 

The room had changed, fnstead of the glistening 
electric chandelier, a flickering light struggled to 
penetrate a brown and smoky lampgl ss. The floor 
was discolored and bare, and the room was oh, so coid. 
In the corner, reclining on a makeshift bed. lay a 
cripple boy trying to soothe a fretful baby. Wirt. 
Brown gazed in amazement, first at the room, then nt 
another child who stood by her side, clasping her hand. 

"What a wretched hove)! Where's your mother, 
boy?" she cried sharply. 

The cripple looked up. His wistful eyes seemed too 
large for the wan. pinched face. "Mother will be in 
soon," he answered brightly. "She is out to work today," 

"Hm. Have you no father?" 

"He went away months ago. We never hear from 
him. Hush, babyl mother's coming." 

What had happened? The room had vanished, 
and another had taken its place. A little room, neat 
and clean, and within, a v.'oman rocking to and^ fro 
in an old rocker. "Christmas again. Ten years since 
John died and five since Milly married and went 
across to the States. Oh my lonely , lonely heart ! How 
long must I wait, Lord?" The cry of agony went up 
from the bowed grey figure. 

Mrs. Brown was dumb with amazement. She 
looked down at the face of the child, who still remained 
by her 9ide, and lo, the most wonderful compassion 
illumined the baby features. 

"What does it mean?" she faltered, but already the 
scene had given place to another. In a little room, 
in an apartment house, a girl sat alone, her head upon 
her arms. "Oh, mother," she cried, "if only you were 
here! It is 50 hard to keep straight and good when you 
are friendless and poor. Oh mother! my dear mother! 
How 1 want you. now!" 

The room receded into the shadow, but the strange 
child remainded. A voice of most entrancing beauty 
fell upon Mrs. Brown's ear. "When thou makest a 
dinner or a supper, call not thy friends, neither thy 
kinsmen, nor thy rich neighbors, lest they also bid thee 
again and a recompense be made thee. But. when 
thou makest a feast call the poor, the maimed, the 
tame, the blind. And thou shalt be recompensed at 
the resurrection of the just." The child looked up with 
a heavenly smile and disappeared. 

"The Christ Child!" exclaimed Mrs. Brown, in 
reverent wonder, and awoke — . 

The memory of the dream lingered. The faces 
were all familiar. The little cripple boy lived in a tiny 
shack only a block away. She had often noticed him 
lying by the open door during the summer days. The 



old lady? Why it was Mrs. Grey, who came to the 
meeting every Sunday night, and who had such a 
poor little sad face. And Lhe girl— why. that was the 
girl who was canvassing for orders for something or 
other— sure, she had left her address. Yes, there 
should certainly be turkey and cranberry sauce. 
Indeed, there should be two turkeys, and one should 
grace the table in the miserable little shack. There 
should be plum pudding, and every other seasonable 
thing that Mrs. Brown could think of. 

Eddie, the cripple. also had a dream. His mother 
had been helping with the Christmas preparations at 
a large house, and each evening brought home accounts 
of wonderful cakes and preserves; gleaming glass and 
china, and burnished silver Eddie would lie and try 
to imagine it all. and his large eyes grew more wistful 
and his little heart grew sad. because' all the Christmas 
cheer seemed to be passing riuht by the little shack 
dcor. One evening, as the twilight fell, a gentle hand 
touched his. and looking up he beheld a child with a 
face of wondrous beauty. Eddie knew at once that it 
was the Christ Child, lie had seen His picture some- 
where. "I came to bring love and peace und goodwill 
amongst men," whispered the Child "That_ means 
Christines cheer and joy for you." "Will You 
bring it?" cried Eddie, with joy. "I will su -d My 
messenger." answered the Child gravely. 

So. when Mrs. Brown staggered through the door 
of the shack laden with a monstrous turkey, and a 
gorging hamper, Eddie smiled up into her face, and 
said, "The Christ Child sent you. didn't He?" "Bless 
you, little one. He surely did." cried Mrs. Biown, as 
she stooped to kiss the eager little face. 

ft also happened that a kind faced woman brought 
a broken hearted mother to her home on Christmas 
day, planted her in the cosiest chair, undfd her bonnet 
strings and just daughtered her. The same kind 
woman went boldly to a lonely girl's room and gathered 
her to her heart, then took her to the cheer and com- 
fort of a lovely home, and mothered her. 

That same night, when the guests had departed, 
and she sat down, weary, but very happy, to rest, she 
heard again the voice of her dream. This time it said. 
"Inasmuch as ye have done it unlo the least of these, 
ye have done it unto Me." 

I For These We Pray 1 

Si O Lord, there sit apart in lonely places 

& On this the gladdest night of all the year. 

M Some stricken ones with sad and weary faces, 

|t To whom the thought of Christmas brings 

§ no cheer. 

sj For these. Father, our petition hear, 

S And send the pitying Christ-Child very near! S 

Hf And there be tempted souls this night sit waging § 

$5 Such desperate warfare with all evil powers, p£ 

Sj Anthems of peace, while the dead strife is raging, jg 

S Sound but a mockery through their mid- M 

S night hours. j& 

5 For these. Father, our petition hear, <s 
S> And send Thy tempted, sinless Christ-Child K 
| very near! | 

{a Lord, some sit by lonely heurth-stones Bobbing, ^ 

6 Who feel this night all earthly love denied, 4 
K Who hear but dirges in the loud bells throbbing j& 
$ For loved ones lost who blessed last Christ- g. 
Si mastide Sj 
6? For these. Father, our petition hear, » 
M And send the loving Christ-Child very near! & 
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THERE was a little story I was going to tell them, 
only they made such a noise 1 couldn't.' remarked 
Adjutant Kliushi (she is best known by her Indian 
name. Khushi. but her real Swedish name is Olsson). 
after an ovation such as she always received on giving 
one of her famous 'nightingale' whistling solos in un 
Officers' meeting at Clapton. 

'Tell me the story.' 1 coaxed. 

Then it came out. in her picturesque English, for 
she is Swedish born and had to learn English in order 
to acquire Marathi, when, nine years ago, she went to 
India. 

First she told how she learned to whistle like a 
nightingale. As a child she had passionately loved 
music and longed for an instrument. But her father 





FORGOTTEN — A sad Christmas morning for the poor Utile slum child. You can help fill the 
stockings of many such hy making The Salvation Army your almoner. 



dragged kirn to the sled 

could not give her one, so she learned from the boys 
in the streets how to whistle Then she would go alone 
into the woods on summer evenings, sit under a tree 
and listen to the birds. 

Soon, with fingers in her mouth, she was imitating 
their notes, and then it became a real conversation. 
She whistled. The bird perched aloft replied, and so 
they went on. 

She was very shy about tlu3 unu:>ual power, and 
allowed nobody to hear her whistle, until, one day, an 
urgent need made her fling scruples [o the wind and 
exercise her gift. Like David, she used ii to charm 
away a gloomy spirit 

She was at her first Corps, as Lieutenant, and her 
Captain was in deep trouble. A letter she expected 
was long delayed, and the poor girl could not settle 
to her work, feared she was no use. and declared that 
she must go home. 

Then the Lieutenant cried tenderly; 

'Don't do that. Get your guitar, and play some- 
thing, and I'll whistlel* 

The Captain tuned up, and when she heard that 
thrilling and wonderful warble her heart was cheered 
and she asked for more. Praying hard as she whistled, 
the plucky Lieutenant resolved that she would not 
let the Captain leave her God-given post 

When the shadows fell again, and the Captain 
cried; 'I can't stand this suspense any longer; if no- 
thing comes to-day 1 shall go,* the Lieutenant took a 
plunge of faith and said; 

'You put the coffee-pot on and I'll go to the station 
and fetch you the letter you want.' 

She really marched to that station — a forty min- 
utes' tramp to and fro — believing ._ that the letter 
would be there. And it was. 

She returned triumphant, and they drank their 
coffee and rejoiced together. AH went well thence- 
forward, and the Captain remained true to The Army 
and God until her death several years later. 

The special story we set out to tell con^med that 
long tramp through the snow to the railway station 
to fetch letters. 

Adjutant Khushi would have forgotten it, in the 
interest of later events and her work in India among 
those winsome girlies with whom all fell in love during 
their European tour. 

But while the touring party was in Sweden, they 
came to the Corps closest to that tiny one where 
Adjutant Khushi had her first appointment, and of 
course her old soldiers came over to see her. Among 
them was a fine young man who seized her hand in 
both his and exclaimed: 

"Oh, I am pleased to 
It was you who rescued 
eleven years ago." 

Then she remembered. 

It was one Christmas morning, she was speeding 
over the snow, eager to get the letters, when, in a 
wayside ditch, deep down in the snow, her quick eye 
noticed a black patch. She went to see what it was, and 
found a young man, twenty-two years of age. whom 
she slightly knew, as he had sometimes 
meetings. He lay unconscious, and i 
death, He had been drinking brandy, : 
into a drunken sleep to what would hav 
death, had she not noticed him. 

(Continued on page 22) 
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of whom ia only eight years of ag 
living in an old basement, carpel 
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brown gravy, mashed pptatoes, carrots, onions, vege- 
tables of all kinds— and plum pudding. What a fcaatl 



How The Solvation Army Ministers to the Needs oj 
the Poor and Brings Brightness Into Many Homes 
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THIS 13 the Season of Gifts- il 
of the whole year, held in hor 
gift to the world. Just a< 
Saviour in the lowly rcstim-pla, 
Bethlehem benefited all kindred, 
mankind, so the recurring culobnit 

ful even I is held to concern all— saim and sinner. 
rich und poor, young and old 

It is the ambition of thosft who keep Christmas 

well that none should be forgotten. Sometimes man 

forgets. God never docs. God remembers ■ M c 

remembered the world, lying fn darkness and misery 

when He gave Mia Son to become its everlasting Light; 

He remembers Calvary when poor sinners cry to I Jim 

for pardon; and lie does not forget that we have no 

abiding city" here, for Me has provided for each of 

us a Mansion in Glory when earth's short d;>y nIo.s^s 

Work for His servants 

True. He leaves much of I lis work on earth to be 

performed by 1 lis servant?, but that is God's way. 

and in doing I lis will they are made an hurmv as the 

angels, while the humblest child < 

that God has not forgotten her. 

God remembered the world's i 
the centuries after man's sin had 
created so pure and beuuiiful; Mc _ 

voice and pen of prophet and "sweet singer." the 
promise of the Strong Deliverer; and. in the fulncsi 
of time, the Star shone out. the shepherds heard the 
Heavenly song, and in the Manger at the Inn. Cod 
set up the Throne from whence ceaseless biasings 
have been poured upon the world— believing and 
unbelieving — ever since. Every human being horn 
into the world iharca the benefit uf the great Divine 
birth as surely as in those conferred by the sun— the 
God-^iven source of material light, heat, and life. 

The unbeliever meets with an accident, and i fl 
taken to the Hospital founded in Christ's name; 
wicked parents perish, and their orphans are cared 
for beccuee the Saviour said "Suffer little children 
to come unto Mc;" the bitter opponent of the righteous 
finds the best friend he ever had in the man he has 
injured, for the Christian obey* the command, "J 
thine enemy hunger, feed him." 

This is the message that Tl 
constantly teaching the world, i 
especially it seeks lo give a derm 
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the joy of the festive season 
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for a joyous Christmas and 
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Such is the cheering little 
thousands of poor families 
morning for many years p 
and misfortune through one cau 
great Christian Festival finds thei 
old Mother I lubbard- with lh« 
Widows with large families, deac 
and pinched-faced little ones, the 
the sick— they make a heart-stirring appeal to which 

Baskets of food distributed 
Some little idea may be gained of what The Salvation 
Army, through the generosity of its friends, is able to 
accomplish in this direction each year, when we state 
that I«*l Chiirtmas over 3.500 backets of provisions 
were distributed to needy families thrnughout Canada 
West, some 17,000 thus enjoying a Christmas dinner. 
As to the need of the families to which such help is 
sent t there can be no question, AM cases are personally 
investigated by our Officers and reported on to a central 
office. Here is a sample of one such report: — 

"Mrs.— — is a widow with five children, the eldest 
of whom is only eight yeara of age. They were found 
living in an old basement, carpetlcss and comfortless, 
a broken-down bed. a few rickety chairs, an old table, 
and a tin pail which served as a stove, comprising all 
the furniture. The mother goes out scrubbing when- 
ever she can, to help keep the wolf from the door, but 
work is not always to be had. and she often .searches 
all day in vain." 

Imagine the joy in a home like that when, on Christ- 
mas morning, a basket, packed with the following 
good things, arriveo; A roast of beef, tea, bread, milk 
potatoes, apples, augur, and rice. And in Borne places 
where folks arc extra generous, a bag of candies, and 
a iargc stocking full oF nut;>, toys, and dolls is included 
for the children. 

A man Buffering from consumption and unable to 
work, a bare home, and three ilhclad little children, 
wao the pitiable stght that met the eyea of another 
Officer. In several instances, it wns discovered that 
families had not a crust in the house for Christmas Day. 
Some extracts from the letters of applicants for 
relief will also throw light on the condition of many 
poor families in thin land: — 

"We have not had a real dinner for two weeks; we 
have been living on dry bread." 



rather fell off the roof some time ago, and wc have 
no^ means of getting anything for Christmas" 

"I cannot come mysell, as 1 have no clolhes fit to 
go out in. We lie and shiver in bed. as we have not 
enough bedding. There are four children, all under 

And 3.500 families who were hard up against it 
like this wc-ic discovered in Canada Weal last Christ- 
mas, und given a good dinner. 

Christmas above all else, is the great children's 
festival. I low the little ones look forward to the 
arrival of Santa Claus. and speculate ug to what he is 
going to bring them! But thousands of Canadian 
children would be without toys or a good dinner on 
Christmas Day if The Salvation Army did not net 
the part of Santa Claus towards them. Last Christ- 
mas Tl»- Army |,rn.. S ht hnppines* rn thousands of 

little ones by inviting them to a Christmas Treat, 
where they had a nice dinner,. Toys and warm cloth- 
ing were alr-o distributed. 

In some places an effort is made to bring a little 
Christmas cheer into the lives of the inmates of public 
institutions. Thus, in looking over the reports, we 
occasionally come across entries such as the following; 
"Seventy inmates of Aged People's Home given a 
dinner." "Twenty-eight men in jail given a treat." 
"Men and women had Christmas cheer carried lo them 
in jail." As the numbers are not always stated in 
the reports, we arc unable to give the total thus helped, 
but it must amount to many hundreds. 

A real Christmas dinner 
Another form of practical charity which claims 
the attention of The Army at this season is dinners 
for destitute men. an effort quite apart from the basket 
distribution, and which reaches another class of 
deserving poor altogether. 

The following extract from a Winnipeg paper gives 
excellent insight into this effort: — 

'Such a dinner! Turkey, piping hot. with thick 
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But the hundreds who were obliged to 
wait did not do so in the cold. They were given a 
royal tr^at upstairs by the Band, which played all 
the uld tunes so dear to the hearts of those who were 

All through the winter 
But The Army does not stop at giving a dinner 
only on Christmas Day. In the sa.tie spirit the work 
of relief is carried on all through the winter, and we 
find that our Officers are continually securing for 
poor people what they need most. In large cities 
thousands of pieces of clothing are given away. At 
many of the smaller places the necessity for these 
kind of gilts is also felt. Thus we read in one Officer's 
report, from a town of about twelve thousand Jn- 

coats, four new shawls, and several sweater-coats. 
Also thirty pairs of second-hand boots and twenty- 
five dollars' worth =f new boots and shoes." 

At another small town The Army assisted two 
families whose homes had been burnt, with furniture 
and clothing. Little items like this are also frequent: 
"Coal given to two families and four homeless men 
sheltered." "Two cords of wood given to poor family, 
and three paira of boots, also groceries." 

All this goes to shnw that The Salvation Army is 
becoming more and more each year the reliable medium 
through which the well-to-do people of this country 
pass their gifts to the poor. The Christmas cheer and 
winter relief system of The Army has now become a 
well-established annual institution, indispensable alike 
to the generous disposition of the comfortable and 
the emptiness uf Lhe needy The poor eagerly look to 
us, and wc, in turn, look to those who can supply their 
needs. Once more, therefore, at this happy festive 
season, we confidently appeal to our friends to raMy 
to our aid, and thus enable us lo bring joy and glad- 
ness lo many who would otherwise be in bitter want. 
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COLONEL J ALLISTER SMITH, for some thirty 
years in charge of The Army's Native Work in 
South Africa and, later, the Officer who pioneered The 
Army's operations in Kenya Colony, was passing 
along one of the thoroughfares of Bern, in Switzerland, 
one day when a gentleman, evidently of French-Swiss 
origin Inquired of the Colonel if he could see the Com- 
missioner of The Salvation. Army for the country 
mentioned. 

The Colonel, who had been conducting Meeting? 
in Switzerland, undertook to escort the gentleman to 
The Army's Headquarters, where he left him. 

Later the Colonel discovered that the gentleman 
was unable to see the Commissioner, who happened 
to be out at the time, so the caller left without leaving 
his name and address. 

Later in the day the Colonel was in the Com- 
missioner's office at the Territorial Headquarters and 
while there an Officer looked in with word that a 
gentleman had called Hnd was asking if he could see 
the Commissioner. 

"Ask him please to come in,' said the Co 

Here the Colonel was about to withdn 
Commissioner requested him to remain. 
H=d a story to relate 

A few moments afterwards Lhe visitor was ushered 
in. At a glance the Colonel saw it was the gentleman 
whom he had met in the street a few hours before. 
It was evident that the gentleman had a story to relate. 

"It is over two years ago since my wife died," he 
began. "It was a great blow to me. My life was all 
but a blank, but I had one joy left to me, my daughter, 
a beautiful and accomplished girl, who spoke English, 
French, German, and Italian. She had been de- 
votedly attached to her mother and was broken- 
hearted at her loss. I tried in my own deep sorrow 
to be a comfort to my daughter, but she did not seem 
to have the strength to bear up against things, and she. 
too, sickened and died and I was bereaved indeed. 

"Both my wife and daughter had been fond of 
The Salvation Army and wanted to help it from time 
to time. As you will imagine my grief in my double 
bereavement was very great. But I had comfort in 
my sorrow. God had brought I lis messengers to me 
and I was able to go on my lonely way, 

"Now and then I had a somewhat strange ex- 
perience. As I went about my business at homo and 
even in the streets, it was very powerfully borne in 
upon me again and again that \ should give a certain 
irjm to the work of God. The impression grew stronger 
until it was almost as though my wife and child were 
persuading me to give the sum of ten thousand francs 
to The Salvation Army, and now I come to make my 
gift." 

The visitor opened his 
over to the Commissioner 
in case he had not been in, 
each containing one thou; 
happy smile, he pushed 
missioner. 

Some way or other the Commissioner did not feel 
that his welcome visitor had got to the end of the story. 

"May I inquire just how it came about that your 
wife and daughter loved The Army? What, also, have 
been the influences at work in your own heart?" 

"Well, gentlemen," he said, "there have been two 
powerful influences in our lives, and both those in- 
fluences are of Salvation Army origin. In the first 
place I should pay tribute to a little Sergeant of your 
movement-. Though she was in our employ it was as 
though she belonged to our family. She waB a humble 
but very hrave Salvationist, and thr influence of her 
life in our home was great. We were all the better 



bag and first of all passed 
a letter intended to be left 
next he took out ten packets, 
land francs. These, with a 
over to the grateful Com- 



for knowing her. and though she ministered to our 
needs, it was as though we had a saint of God dwelling 
in our abode. Indeed, it was bo, and when the day 
came for her to leave us our hearts were very sad, 
and the fragrance of her spirit and life remained with 
ua always, and some of our most happy occasions were 
those when, in the evening hour, we recalled the words 
and life and spirit of the wearer of S's. That's the 
first influence that operates in the matter. 

"You said there were two principal influences." 
said the Commissioner. 

"Yes." was the reply, uttered in an eager tJi:e. 

"It is about two years ago that our remote little 
village in the canton of Neuchatel was stirred asi it 
was never stirred before. We are a quiet folk and 
follow our avocations peacefully through the seasons 
with a fete or two thrown in to brighten the common 
round. So any event of outstanding importance 
looms up in a specially prominent way in our locality. 
That is why it is, I suppose, that ordinarily I should 
have remembered the visit of The Salvation Army 
to our district. It was not an ordinary visit of Officers 
or your other workers. From time to time we had 
seen them and you muy be sure we had been kept well 
informed by our little Salvationist Sergeant. Evi- 
dently something of special moment was impending. 

"Our little-Sergeant had now gone, so I had to 
make my own inquiries concerning the stir and excite- 
ment, and I found it was a special Motor Car Mission 
of The Salvation Army, and sure enough ! had scarcely 
found out what was to happen when the hoot of motor 
horns and the excited state of the villagers told me 
that the cars had arrived. 

"The sight of cars was. of course, no new thing to 
me. The sight of the Flag of your Movement was 
not altogether strange. It was not these things that 
took hold of me and made me press through die crowd 
nearer and neurer to a car \i\ which. sUiidiliK eiect. 
was a tall gentleman, undoubtedly a leader, the in-- 
tensity of whose face arrested me even before hie words 
reached my ears Then as I got nearer and nearer 
and quite close up to his car, it seemed to me that the 
burning message of the speaker was my message. 
That is. a message to my own heart. 

Felt he was a richer man 
"From what I hear that is the feeling a number of 
others had. Anyway the words of heart-eloquence, 
spoken in a spirit of desperate earnestness came to me 
in revelation, comfort, and hope, and when, all too 
soon, the cars went off on their way amid the smiles 
and good wishes of the people I felt that I was a richer 
man. that I had something in my heart that I hud 
never had before, and I thought of my departed ones 
and of our little Sergeant, and all she stood for, and J 
thought, too. of the gentleman whose message from 
God 1 had received into my own soul. O Commis- 
sioner," concluded the speaker, "you have some very 
wonderful people in The Salvation Army." 

Just then the Commissioner rose, and taking the 
gentleman by the arm and leading him across the office 
he pointed to a framed picture in the place of honor 
on the wall and said. "Do you recognize that face?" 
But an instant the gentleman hesitated and then 
he exclaimed, "Yes, Oh, yes. I remember it. That is 
the face of the gentleman I saw in the motor car, and 
now for the first time I see and understand it is the 
face of the General of The Salvation Army. So it 
was the General I was honored to hear in my remote 
village, and it was your General's message that reached 
my stricken heart, and this, without realizing its full 
import, was the second influence which induced me 
to bring my humble gift of francs to help on the work 
of The Salvation Army." 



TRUE CHRISTMAS JOY 

A seasonable message from Commandant Lillie 

Bryeriton, teacher in the native school at Glen 

Vowel], B.C. 
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"Ring out wild bells to the wild skyf 
out bells of gladness to brighten earth's darkness, to 
change its sob to song, its deep wailing cry to the 
victor's psalm of praise. 

Has Satan wholly triumphed at Glen Vowell? 

That sweet saint, who travel-stained and wearied 
by earth's long night of suffering, sin and blight, 
loneliness and sorrow, has but recently out-winged the 
darkness, and now in the Presence Divine casts a 
golden crown ut His feet, now echoes back from the 
battlements of that land of light and joy a hearty 
"NO. THE MORNING COMETH!" The 
shadows of sin's dark taint shall flee away, and real 
joy and Christmas cheer, untainted by the subtle 
curse of drink and sin. shall yet tighten and brighten 
this tiny village, so that its silver star of testimony to 
Hie Redeeming Grace, will reflect back to the busy 
rushing tide of humanity, the glory of a Christmas 
indeed I 

What manner of people ought we to be, Bince daily, 
those who side by side with ub tread earth's paths. 
are, in a transient moment, transported to Celestial 
Plains? 

Yea* "Mother" Wale, as she waa familiarly called. 



has entered the Pearly Gates, from the darkness and 
depth of suffering, singing a triumphant song of praise 
to Him who made her a conqueror, a saint, whose 
long nights of prayer, and days of serv ci_> re veil ed the 
white soul of a Blood-washed warrior, who only last 
Christmas, joined in family rojo cings. because the 
.Babe of Bethlehem left Heaven's glory expressly to 
save the darkest, the most sin-corrupted soul on earth, 
without regard to color, custom or creed. 

Twenty years ago her husband stood on the streets 
of dear old London, as a representative of the needs 
of this very field. 

Daily increasing in need, rises a tide of baby-life; 
n dark setting those bright gem-eyes shine out the 
message to their more fortunate brethren of the paler 
tint, then in awe at the long delay, creep back into 
their mountain-blanket, to lisp "White man, he no 
want Indian to long live!" 

I see very near that floating tide. One who once 
came as a Babe to Bethlehem, now treading His 
lonely way, driven by a fierce tide of human hate 
toward Calvary. 

His white, majestic face, suffering for the sins of 
your heart and mine, as also for that of the masses, 
turns toward us in that turn in the mountain trail, 
toward Golgotha, and again He asks, "WHO WILL 
SAVE THOSE?" 

I only pen for Him those words for you to read by 



By Captain Ada Irwin 

IT was a typical Coast night, — rain had been falling 
without cessation all day long and it looked as if it 
would continue all night too. We had had a good 
Open Air meeting, very well attended considering the 
wild night, and now we were in our cosy bright hall 
and the testimony meeting in progress. We had 
almost forgotten the weather and even the things 
which had caused anxiety during the day. in telling 
of "what battles we had fought, and how God had 
given the victory. One could not have said it was a 
red-hot meeting, but just a happy one, when with a 
Btart and a Hallelujah! which eeemed to make the fire 
in our hearts burn brighter, and which brought forth 
many Amens! in response, a Brother jumped to hie 
feet "Hallelujah!" said he, "I feel something like a 
chicken which haa just been hatched out into the sun- 
shine. Last Monday night, during the Commissioner's 
first meeting with Soldiers at the Citadel. I stepped our 
into the sunshine of God's Love. Hallelujah! I've 
worked out the change in me where I am employed and 
also at home, and now I've come out to the Meetings 
tonight to do my part. I*ve been sitting on the fence 
a long time, but I'm off it now and am out to do my 
beat for God and the Army. Hallelujah I" 

Critical listeners might have been apt to criticize 
the mixed mcLuphur, but none could doubt the over- 
flowing heart and burning desire evidenced in that 
testimony, backed up as it was by a shining face and 
a hearty grip of the hand for his comrades that night. 
Do you wonder we went home that night regardless 
of rain and wind, only realizing the blessing which 
came to our hearts over the victory of a Comrade, 
and rejoicing in the quickening power of the Holy 
Spirit. 

It was the Color Sergeant of the Corps who related 
the following story to a little group of us one night 
after the meeting. 

"Remember where 1 first saw the Army? I should 
think 1 dol Its thirty-eight years ago and it sccma 
like last week 

"I was a young man, out with a number of others 
from my home, which ivas on the northern const of 
Newfoundland, — and Living in huts built on the sea 
shore of the bleak Labrador Coast What did we 
find to do there? Well you see we often spent months 
fishing up there, it was such a good fishing ground. 
This time I remember well. I had put in eight months 
already shut in by snow arid ice. Now the way was 
open and hi me strange people had reached Labrador 
They had come across from Bay Roberts in Newfound- 
land, and they called themselves "The Army/' We 
young fellows looked on them rather indifferently — 
we neither liked nor disliked them. Was 1 a Church 
member did you say? Well 1 suppose 1 was. L was 
born and brought up in the Church of England, but 
at that time I thought as much of the Church as I 
did of the new Army. 

"Well, th^y started holding their meetings in the 
huts of one and another, just wherever they could, 
but I steered clear of them all. One day however, 

they came to me and said. *Look here M . we 

want to hold a Meeting in your hut*. Now you know 
my hut was a bit better than the rest, because I had a 
real wood floor in, while the rest only brought in loads 
tif shells off the shore and stamped them in until they 
had a hard surface which was easily kept clean. I 
hesitated a moment or two then I laughed and said. 
'Well go ahead. 1*11 tell the other boys about it.' 

"It meant just another bit of entertainment for 
me. So 1 cleared the place for the meeting. Then 
I thought, we must have the flag, i sent down for it 
and hoisted it up on a pole above my hut. and then 
waited for the Meeting. It was a real meeting alright 
and they all prayed mighty hard for me for a long 
time. Not I didn't get saved right that night, but 
soon afterwards E did, and now I've been a Salvationist 
for over thirty years. Yes! a good bit of that time 
has been spent out here where I've carried the color*, 
and done all sorts of things in the Army, but I never 
forget that night in my hut when 1 first met the Army, 
nor did I ever imagine that when I hoisted the colors 
that day I would carry them for years up and down 
the streets of this City." 



Christmas joy, beautiful remembrances. 
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Outlined is loneliness, travel, disappointment, 
heart-ache, the means to the end of bringing home 
to His 'Heart Blood-washed, precious, white glistening 
Souls, out of the darkness of superstition and sin. 

1 offer, from Him. a deeper joy. than that which you 
leavo, a real lasting bliss of Christ-companionship, 
in that loneliness: rest of heart, nnd also triumph oj^ 
soul, in the travel — sweet whisperings of "BE Of 7 
GOOD CHEER, 1 HAVE OVERCOME THE 
WORLD," to offset the disappointments that must 
come, and glad rapture of heart over every fresh 
triumph over Satan, r« counteract the cn«iin| heart- 
ache of this "toil for THE MASTER." 

Add to this the glory of hearing, in tones which 
angels, enraptured, stop in their flight earthward 
to gladly echo, as He this Christmaatide again says, 
slowly, impressively "FOLLOW ME" and you have 
the sum total of the Christmas Greeting He has asked 
me to bring to you. 

Is it so different to the rest? I offer no apology 
— rather would just add. "God give to you* the Hidden 
Manna, this Christmaatide." 
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THIS la the Jubilee Year of that gallant force now 
designated as the Royal Canadian Mounted 
Police, but belter known to the world as the 
Royal Northwest Mounted Police. It is just fifty 
years since the force was first organized, and it is an 
opportune time therefore to review its history, whieh 
we have no douht. will prove of interest to our readers. 
Perhaps it is not generally known that The Salvation 
Army, for some years, was permitted to visil the jail 
at the Headquarters in Rcginu, also the old Indian 
school where prisoners were kept, and conduct services 
there, until the new Provincial Jail was erected six 
miles eaBt of the city These services were commenced 
under the leadership of Envoy Peacock, and carried 
on afterwards by the writer of this article. So much 
was the Army respected that the latter comrade was 
requested to hury a prisoner who had passed into the 
great beyond, this taking place on the open prairie 
with a temperature of about forty degrees helow zero. 
Severn! members of this force iire Salvation Army 
Soldiers, notably Brother Pypcr, now of Estcvan 
Corps, and Brother Anderson of Regina I. 

Genesis of the Force 

The genesis of the force is interesting to recall. 
After the suprcssion of the Rict rchullion in Manitoba 
in (870 Lord Wolselcy and Donald A. Smilh (later 
Lord Strathcona) organized the Manitoba Mounted 
Police under the command of Captain Villiers, formerly 
of the Quehec Regiment. That was officially described 
as: "A military body to serve in the province whose 
name it bears and throughout the Northwest Territory 
east of the Rocky Mountains. Its duties are generally 
to keep the peace throughout the vast country; to 
protect the Indian against the dishonesty of the white 
man: the white man against the treachery of the 
Indian; to prevent the smuggling of liquor over the 
frontier: and. in case of any outbreak or incipient 
war. to disarm and disperse the belligerents." 

Splendidly has the force carried out its duties, 
earning for itself enconiums throughout the west 
for its tactful handling of difficult situations. 

The motto of the force, "Maintien le droit," (Up- 
hold the Right), has ever been lived up to under all 
circumstances and conditions, with the result that the 
men have at all times earned the respect of royalty, 
the Governor-Genernls and other9 in high authority. 

The first detachment, composed of about 150 men. 
was despatched to Fort Garry (now Winnipeg), the 
first Commandant being Lieut-Col- George French, 
afterwards Field Marshal. 

Why They Have Red Coats 

The uniform at this time was of a dark character, 
but was afterwards changed to scarlet . The change 
in color was brought about by the Indians, among 
whom they were stntioned. remarking that they 
preferred the color wom by a rcgBncnt previously 
stationed in their district who wore the red coat of the 
great mother (Queen Victoria) and who were recognized 
as friends of the Indians. This resulted in the uniform 
being comprised of a scarlet Norfolk jacket, minus 
focings, brown leather belts and haversacks, white 
helmets with brass spikes, and breeches of grey cloth. 
Later on this was changed to breeches of blue cloth 
with a broud yellow stripe down the side; during the 
winter season fur caps, coats of buffalo skins, buckskin 
mitts, moose hide moccasins, and long wollen stockings. 
One very interesting thing respecting the color of the 
uniforms occurred when nn Inspector and his men 
approached an Indian camp clad in grcnt coats of 
blue cloth, a color hated by the Indians Tiic police 
were covered by the rifles of the Indians who were 
about to shoot when a trooper unbuttoned his coot 
showing the red tunic beneath, and in a moment their 
rifles were lowered and the company was welcomed as 
soldiers of the Queen. 

It was- truly remarkable how tlie Indians placed 
confidence in the troops of the Queen, This was 
more deeply rooted when a great conference of about 
4000 men. women nnd children was addressed by 
Lieut-Governor Laird, who spoke to them of the 
Great Spirit, and described how the sun, moon, stars, 
earth, forests and rivere were all the handiwork of the 
Great Spirit, who permitted the Queen to rule over 
this and other countries, the Spirit giving her a great 
love tor all classed, including the Indian. He concluded 




An Interesting Description of the Work 

oj ills Royal Canadian Police who this -*■ 

year celebrated their fijlieth Anniversary 

By Correspondent James Smith. Regina 
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with an appeal to them to quit 
whisky drinking, and explained 
that the police had come to help 
them fight this enemy, the drink. 

The Indians were for many 
years difficult to handle. They 
stealing and whisky smuggling, 
gave the police considerable work 
acts. But gradually these things wc 
the work of the police made more pli 

Volumes eould be filled with stories characteristic 
of the work and spirit of the Mounted Police. Here 
is a typical one. 

In 1883 two constables were sent to order Chief 
Piapot and his band away from the railway line, then 
in course of construction through what is now Saskat- 
chewan. Piapot refused to move and laughed at the 
order, while the young braves jeered openly at the 
police. The sergeant gave Piapot fifteen minutes 
to change his mind. At the end of that time he walked 
over to Piapot's tepee, kicked out the keypole, and so 
on throughout the camp. In the words of W. A. 
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The Shepherds of the Plains 

By S. Jean Walker, Strathcona. Alta. 

Night after night they watched that eastern star 
Shedding its light effulgent from afar, 
Within their hearts, burdened by human woes, 
A strange, new longing all unbidden rose. 
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They watched it bright nnd ever brighter gleam, 
The other countless stars so pale did seem, 
Its beauty all the rest outrivalled far. 
Resplendent shone that wondrous eastern star. 

One night when all was sweetly, calmly still. 
Save the low breathing of the sheep at will. 
Around, above them shone a gleaming light. 
Breaking the darkness of the solemn night. 

And with the light an angel form appeared, 
They bowed in awe. yet knew not what they feared. 
The angel spake to free their souls from dread 
While radiant glory o'er the plains outspread. 

"Fear not." he suid. "but list my tidings hear. 
To you this day is born a Saviour dear." 
And then behold there came on angel throng 
Filling the air with sweet, triumphant song. 

"Glory to God, to God who reigncth still. 
Peace on the enrth," they sang, "to men good will." 
By the star's light the shepherds sped away 
To David's city where the Christ Child lay. 

&wss3s^ssssesisse^^^se^saSise!se^wi^!is9 

Frascr who has told the story: "Piapot had either to 
kill the sergeant, to stick his knife into the whole 
British nation by the murder of this unruffled soldier, 
or give in. Piapot chose the latter course. Piapot 
had brainsl" 

Became Highly Respected 

Incidents of this kind were numerous, yet the 
steady, persistent working of this splendid force won 
its way until they became so much respected that one 
man could approach an encampment, and in the name 
of the reigning monarch proclaim the purpose of his 
visit, when invariably the victory was assured. 

Here is an instance of bravery and devotion to duty 
which well illustrates the spirit surrounding the force. 

Once in the early days a despatch had to be sent 
to an outpost during extremely severe weather. A 
young constable, of good family, a university graduate, 
was selected. A stinging blizzard set in soon after 
he started, and days slid into weeks without any 



tidings of him. The following spring a patrol^ entered 
a secluded eoulee and found a 9torm-wom uniform of 
the force still elothing the bones of the lost courier. 
On his orders were scratched a few brief words: 

"Lost; horse dead. Am trying to push ahead. 
Have done my best." 

That has ever been the guiding principle of the men 
who for fifty yenrs have kept law and order in the 
great west from the international boundary to and 
beyond the Arctic region. It was the spirit which 
enabled a mere handful of men (8 officers and 88 men) 
to keep the peace in the Yukon during its wildest days 
and make life and property as safejn the Yukon as it 
was in the city of Winnipeg. 

Fighting a Prairie Fire 

Another instance of bravery is that of a Corporal 
who. while on patrol, called at the ranch of a settler. 
He noticed a tremendous prairie fire in the distance, 
coming along at racc-horsc speed. On the raneher 
informing him that there was a settler with a wife and 
family of ten children in danger, he galloped off in that 
direction, although he had been informed that it 
would be impossible to reach them in time. 

On arriving there, he made what is known as a 
"back-fire" and proceeded to get the family to a nearby 
slough; but before he could do so, the awful flames 
jumped the back-fire, and rushed down on them with 
hurricane force. The fire was fought dauntlcssly for 
some time, with the help of the older members of the 
family; but, seeing that it was of no avail, he shouted 
to them to gather around him. He took them through 
the thinnest part of the flames, having picked up the 
youngest children; and after a desperate fight, reached 
a place of safety a. little further away. In the course 
of this brave act, his own coat was burned off his 
back, his hands were blistered, and he was almost 
suffocated. 

But it is not only in the larger and more important 
duties that these brave men shine, but in "The daily 
round, the common task" as well. Many a thankless 
duty is performed cheerfully. They are in constant 
touch with the Provincial Governments to whom they 
render valuable assistance in relieving needy cases of 
distress. 

The Commanding Officers of the force have always 
shown a most courteous respect for The Salvation 
Army and, including the present Commander at 
Regina. Superintendent Duffis, have ever been ready 
to assist us in, at times, somewhat perplexing work. 



Goodwill Toward Men 

There is a beautiful story called Eager-heart. 
Eager-heart had heard that the king was eoming to the 
city, and she prepared her house to receive him. She 
was so happy at the honor that was to be done her that 
she could hardly wait until the time came when the 
king was to arrive. 

When all was ready and everything was shining 
brightly, a knock came to the door of Eager-heart's 
house, and when she opened it she saw there a poor 
man. a common tramp it seemed, with his wife and 
little child. He begged for a night's lodging. But 
Eager-heart, expecting the king every moment, cried, 
"Not to-night; any night except to-night." The 
tramp sadly made answer. "They all say that — any 
night but to-night." And he turned to go away. 
But Eager-heart's heart was touched. She could not 
see the forlorn family turn away into the cold night. 
"Come back." she cried, "and good-bye to all my 
dreams." So she took them in and gave up the thought 
of entertaining the king. 

But a little later a knock came to the door, and 
Eager-heart found some people inquiring for the king. 
"He is not here," said she, but they replied. "Oh, yes, 
he is." And then she found that the child that she 
had sheltered was the king. Eager-heart showed 
"goodwill toward men," and in doing so she showed 
goodwill to Christ, the ICing. 
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Mountain Scenery Unequalled in the World | 



VfUCH ha 

LVJ. f a ft Dominion, its varied resources, and 



been written about the extent of our 
onder- 

ful scenery, but multitudes of Canadians have seen 
only a small part of it. Quite a number of those who 
have the time and money to travel seem to prefer to 
cross the ocean and roam among the glories of the Old 
World, when greater beauties can be enjoyed right at 
home. 

Scores of Mont Blanca 

Talk about mountain views! There are none in 
the world to equal what can be seen from the observ- 
ation car oF our own Canadian Pacific Railway* Swit- 
zerland boasts of a Mount Blanc and a Rigi. out here 
are a score of Mount Blanca and a dozen Rigis. Glaciers 
more remarkable in extent than any in Switzerland 
may be seen within half an hour's walk from the C. P. R. 

The first general view of the Rocky Mountains is 
obtained at Calgary. If a citizen of that thriving 
western city should happen to see a "tenderfoot," as 
a visitor from the east is usually called, looking at the 
mountains, he will very likely ask: "How far away do 
you suppose three hills are?" The unsuspecting east- 
erner probably replies, "Oh, about twenty miles." 
Then he is expected to show some degree of surprise 
when it is declared that the "Cap," which forms the 
entrance to the mountains, is eighty miles away. 
Certainly in this clear air distances are very deceptive. 

Two things impress one about the Rockies: first, 
their wonderful extent and second, their infinite variety. 
The idea of vastness seizes the traveller as he gazes at 
this sea of mountains. From morning until night the 
passenger on the Canadian Pacific Railway can feast 
hia eyes on the most glorious scenery in the world, and 
then retires reluctantly to his sleeper with the prospect 
of another similar day of sight-seeing unsurpassed 
anywhere. It is a perfect glut of grandeur. 
Discovering new beauties 

A European guide, who had spent some time among 
the Rockies; recently said: "Turn all the mountain 
climbers in the world loose among the Canadian 
mountains, and at the end of twenty-five years they 
will still be discovering new beauties and attractions." 

There is such an absence of sameness. These gi- 
gantic forms that tower on both sides of the track are 
so different that one gets bewildered in trying to catch 
their distinct individuality. Every turn of the road 
reveals some new and attractive view* so that the 
interest never Hogs. 

Many of the mountains bear quite a resemblance 
to familiar objects, after which they have been named. 
The "Three Sisters" are a trio of snow-clad peaks that 
Stand off by themselves, with a family likeness enough 
to make their name exceedingly appropriate. 

Cathedral Peak looks very much like an old world 
cathedral, with spires and minarets; while Castle Moun- 
tain looms up as a stem fortress, with towers and 
bastions. 

"Old Sawback" is well named, as there is con- 
siderable similarity to the jagged teeth of a huge saw. 

Twenty miles south of Banff is Mount Assiniboine, 
the Matterhom of the new world, the ascent of which 
after several unsuccessful attempts, was made in the 
autumn of 1901, by Rev. James Outram and a party 
of Swiss guides. 

Probably the majority of tourists do not see the 
' 'Lakes in the Clouds," and they miss one of the most 
picturesque features of tbe whole trip. Nestling be- 
tween the mountains are rare gems, whose loveliness 
and charm surpass all description. What placid mir- 
rors these lakes make I How beautiful the reflection 
of the mountain sides, the green forest trees and the 
snow-dad peaks I Lake Louise is usually the first one 
visited. It is two and a half miles from Laggan Station, 
and is reached by a pleasant drive. There is a bridle 
path to Mirror Lake 1000 feet higher up, the mountain, 



and a still further ascent to Lake Agnes during which 
a magnificent view of the Bow Valley and the surround- 
ing mountains is obtained. Both lakes lie literally 
above the clouds, nestling in rocky basins among the 
peaks of the Beehive. St. Piron, Niblock, and Whyte. 
Mount Stephen, named after the first president 
of the Canadian Pacific Railway, and rising directly 
above the railway to a height of 8,000 feet, is one of 
the "sights" of the journey. It has a dome-like summit, 
and on its shoulder is a vast shining green glacick*. 
measuring nearly J T 000 feet in length* and 240 feet 
thick. Mount Sir Donald is a lofty pinnacle, the 
climax of an array of eight magnificent peaks. So 
impressive is this glorious peak that one gazes upon it 
again with wonder and delight. 

Superabundance of hugeness 
And so one goes whirling along through measureless 
piles of mountain crags, passes and rocky wonders, 
one fairly revels in the superabundance of hugeness 
and sublimity. One is glad that the train moves slowly 
through the Kicking Horse Pass. It gives time to 
take in something of the terrible grandeur of the scene, 
the great mountain cliffs rising thousands of feet above 
the train clinging to the face of the cliff, and slowly 
wending its way forward; the stream of water gushing 
a white thread of foam a thousand feet below, and 
rocky mountain paaks and snow-clad pinnacles and 
glaciers all around form a scene that cannot be sur- 
passed in the wide world. 

The Selkirk Mountains are different from the 
Rockies, and yet equally attractive. One scarcely 
knows which to admire most. 

The Selkirk range of mountains, are regular* with 
the curving lines of beauty, and streaks of sparkling 
snow and green verdure stripping their sides with 
lovely, blending shades; whilst the streams one crosses 
gush with a laughing, frolicking bound, rather than 
in fury, or sweep gently through valleys rather than 
mountain gorges, into calm, dear, emerald -coloured 
lakes. Here it is that the lake scenery of the North 
of England and Scotland and Italy is reproduced on 
an almost measureless scale. What placid mirrors 
these lakes make. How beautiful the reflection of the 
curving lines of hill sides, the green forest trees, the 
snow-clad peaks, the clear blue sky, and the tremor 
and glimmer of the water giving a living motion to the 
whole picture! It is the loveliness of mingled mountain 
and water scenery on a magnificent scale; it is the 
sublimity of beauty. 



Viewing scenic attractions 

Every opportunity of viewing the scenic attractions 
through which the Canadian Pacific Railway passes 
is provided by the company. Observation cars are 
attached to passenger trains, going westward, at Banff, 
from which tourists may have unobstructed enjoy- 
ment of the greatest mountains in the world. 

The magnificence of the mountain ranges, the 
immensity of the scale on which they have been laid 
out. refuse to be put into words. Something is left 
out in every picture or photograph. Only the eye can 
gather the sense of height and vastness. the infinite 
serenity and majesty, which thrill the beholder on his 
first glimpse of the Canadian Rockies. The endless 
succession of ranges billowing off to the distance as 
far as the eye can see, the countless variety of forms, 
peak after peak rearing its glorious bulk more than a 
mite up into the radiant blue, the shifting play of 
light and ehude, the indescribable variation of color, 
yea, the very opulence of the sunshine itself, are a joy 
and a revelation. 

"Oh, those mountains, their infinite movement! 

Still moving with you; 
For, ever some new head and breast of them 
Thrusts into view." 



hat About That Christmas Present! 

'TPHERE is great joy in handing out Christmas 
-"• Gifts, but a tremendous lot of bother in selecting 
something suitable. If your friends are of reeding 
age, why not make them a present of a year's subscrip- 
tion to the "War Cry?" We venture to think that it 
would be a very profitable gift to — 

1. Your one-time Salvationist comrade who io now 
living on an isolated homestead, or in some Bmall 
community, or on the border line of civilization and 
can't get the "War Cry." It would bring back old 
memories to him f>r her in a delightful fashion to read 
again of the dear 'old Army. 

2. To your son, daughter or friend who haB not yet 
made, the Babe of Bethlehem his or her King and 
Ruler. Legions have found the "War Cry" to be a 
lamp unto their feet lighting them to Christ. It may 
be the same for your unconverted fricnd._ 

3. The reports of aggreeaive Christianity, the clear 



exposition of holiness, the true Btories and marvels 
of redeeming grace make the "War Cry" a veritable 
spiritual tonic. If your Christian friend lives where 
the "War Cry" seller cannot wait upon him, uend him 
the "War Cry" for a year as a Christmas Gift. 

Why not make a present to yourself? Lots of 
Salvationists who live remote from the Corps can 
only attend the meetings on Sundays when the "War 
Cry" is not on sale. You may thus find a difficulty 
in getting the "War Cry" regularly. In that case do 
as many others have — beeome a subscriber. 

The terms are, two dollars and fifty cents a year, 
thiB includes the ordinary weekly issue and the special 
issues published at Christmas and Piaster. 

You send us the money and we will do the rest. 
Address all communications to liie Editor, 317 Carlton 
Street, Winnipeg, Man. 



Official Organ of The Salvation Army in 
Canada West and Alaska 
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to the Editor. 

Printed for The Salvation Army in Canada West 
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We will search for missing persons in any part of 
the world, befriend, and, as far as possible, assist 
anyone in difficulty. Address: ENQU1 RY DEPART- 
MENT. 317-319 Carlton St., Winnipeg, Manitoba, 
marking "Enquiry" on envelope. 

One dollar should be sent with every case, where 
possible, to help defray expenses. In case of reproduc- 
tion of photograph three dollars ($3.00) extra. 



Any friends desirous of studying the doctrines, 
principles, and methods of The Salvation Army can 
obtain books by its Founder and The Army Mother, 
by the present General and Mrs. Booth, or by leading 
Officers, from the Trade Secretary at Territorial 
Headquarters, Winnipeg. 

Inquiries concerning anything connected with The 
Army will gladly be answered if addressed to the 
Commissioner at Territorial Headquarters, and state- 
ments of account and balance sheets, which, duly 
audited by firms of repute, are published annually, 
will be forwarded upon application. 



BACK TO THE OLD PATHS 

(Continual from page 10) 

the wonderful northern sky with its myriad stars 
All combined to create a real Christmas atmosphere, 
and Mr. X'a children gathered in festive array — noL 
in the kitchen this time. It was like some wonderful 
fairy tale! 

When the Captain had read the Bible story of the 
first Christmas and offered up prayer, she was asked 
to distribute the presents. Mr. X had chosen Bibles 
as his gifts to his wife and each of the children. This 
Seemed to convince the children at last that_ their 
father had indeed become a diiferent man. and it was 
with a new tenderness they embraced him and thanked 
him for their gifts. When they had all sung the old 
Salvation songs the father prayed that even the 
children might find their way to the Saviour's feet. 

Now two of the three children are walking in the 
narrow path, and the home is a house of prayer. Songs 
of Heaven are now sounding where formerly the head 
of the house and hia friends sat drinking. It did not 
take long for his old acquaintances to hear that he 
had begun to live for God, and he did all he could to 
publish the glad news. Those he could not otherwise 
reach he rung up on the telephone to inform them of 
the change which had taken place. This he found a 
great help for they did not then visit him and tempi 
him to drink. One day as he was doing business in 
the bank he told the banker how God had stopped him 
in his wild career. Although somewhat embarrassed 
the banker expressed his pleasure at the news, and 
wished him success and happiness. 

Frequent letters pass between this home and the 
Officer whom God used so wonderfully to bless and 
help them — letters telling of glorious Meetings, answers 
to prayer, victory in temptation, and the goodness of 
God in every day life. 



A SWEDISH NIGHTINGALE 

(.Continued from page 18) 

Dashing off to the nearest cottage, she borrowed 
a sled, and, somehow— she hardly knows how — drag- 
ged him on to it and pulled him over the snow to the 
Army Hall. 

Shouting to her Captain to eome and help, she 
hastily explained things. Together they bore him into 
the Junior Hall, laid him on a blanket, built a big fire, 
rubbed him till he came back to life, and then fed him. 
talked to him and prayed with him in a way that he 
has never forgotten. 

He had no parents, and earned his living at a saw- 
mill. This adventure was the means of wakening his 
soul, and he sought salvation and became a fine Sal- 
vationist. He is now a Sergeant at Upsala Corps, 
wearing full uniform, and has a lovely wife, who 
joined his appeals to the Adjutant to eome and visit 
them when she returned to Sweden for her furlough. 

The simple aumming-up was this: 'I had a Iot_ of 
temptation in that small fitt!^ Corps, hat somodiiBg 
was dona by being faithful 1' 
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TW—Sild.t N\gl 
Silent night.' Holv 
All is calm, all is Uri^ht 
Round yon Virgin Mother 
Holy Infant, so tender and 
Sleep in heavenly pence. 
Sleep in heavenly pe 



Silent night! Holy night! 
Shepherds quake ill the sight! 
Glories stream from heaven ai 
Heavenly hosts sing Alleluia. 
Christ, the Saviour; is born! 
Christ, the Saviour, is horn! 



Silent night! Holy m-hl! 
Son of God. Love's Pure Ligh 
Radiant beams from Thy li 
With the down of rcdcemii 
Jesus. Lord, at Thy birth. 
Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth 



lie hnd not where to lay I lis head — 
No home on earth did He possess; 

Though rich above, 1 ie chose instead 
So poor to be that He might bless. 

From loving hearts, oh. let us bring 
To Him the gift of thankful praise: 
hink how lie stoopc-d at Bethlehem, 
And at the Cross displayed I lis gri 



Tunn-'-Knuio U. J. b L .mluli-ncr .H. J. 4 
When, -marshalled on the nightly plain. 

The glittering host* beslud the sky. 
One -star alone of all the train 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 

Hark! hark! to Cod the chorus breaks. 

host, from every gem: 
But one alone the Saviour speaks. 

It is the star ol Uclhlchcin- 
In storm and darkness, once I feared. 

And. death -.struck, ceased the tide to stem. 
When suddenly a star appeared; 

It was the Star of Bethlehem. 

It is mv guide, in v light, my all; 

It bids tuv darli forebodings cease: 
And through life's storm and danger's thrall 

It leads inc to the port of peace. 

Thus, safelv moored. I 
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It came upon the midnight clear. 

That glorious song of old, 
From angels bending near the ( 

To touch ihcir harps of gold ■ 
"Peace on the earth, goodwill lo 

From heaven's all-gracious rCing." 
The world in solemn stillness lay 

To hear the angels sing. 

Still through the cloven skies they c 

With peaceful wings unfurled, 
And still their heavenly inu:iic floats 

O'er all the weary world; 
Above it3 SRcl and lonely plains 

They bend on hovering wing. 
And ever o'er its babel sounds 

The blessed angels sing. 
0, ye, beneath life's crushing load. 

Whose forms arc bending low. 
Who toil along the climbing way. 

With painful steps and slow. 
Look now. for glad and golden hours 

Come swiftly on the wing: 
rest beside the weary road, 

And hear the angels sing. 




isnHctlor Wmk! They Sly.' 

many 

Christ was born! 
Within a manger poor and low, 

Christ was born! 
The angels sang their words of cheer. 
The people came from far and near, 
A wondrous Star did there appear — 

Christ was born! 
1 his is our soul's glad song to-day. 

Still lie lives! 
Within our hearts He now has sway- 
Still lie lives! 
I Ic lives, .sin's heavy load to bear: 
He lives to conquer dark despaii, 
To scatter gladness everywhere - 

Still He lives! 
Each year repeals the wondrou-.; talc; 

'Tis for you ! 
The Christ-Child's love can never fail; 

'Tis for you! 
We keep the day with holy mirth 
Because that wondrous holy birlll 
Brought down the Star of I lope lo earth; 

'Tis for you I 



Tunc 1J.J. 147 
Brightest and best of tin 
Dawn on our da, 

Star of the fLast, the horizon adorning. 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Cold, on I lis cradle, the dew riropsarc shining: 

3 I lis bed with the beasts of the stall; 

in slumber reclining. 

ch, and Saviour of all. 

Say. shall we yield Him. in costly devotion. 
Odors of Edom. and offerings divine, 

Gemsof the mountain, and pearls of the ocean. 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the 
mine? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation; 

Vainly with gilts would I lis favor secure; / 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration; // 

Dearer to God arc the prayers of the poor. ,y 
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